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CHAPTER XXV. 



^ Ce fort château d'Auvergne fut un Tabor pour sa dévotion, un 

o Liban pour sa solitude, un Olympe pour ses exercices, un Parnasse 

, pour ses Muses, et un Caucase pour ses afiSictîons. 

"" HiLARION DE COSTE. 

The stirring events which terminated in the flight 
of Valois, the surrender of the Louvre, and the 
royal dependeneies of the capital, created an in^ 
tense interest, not merely over France, but through- 
out Christendom. The Prince of Parma^ com- 
mander of the Spanish forces in the Low Coun- 
tries, and the first gênerai of the âge, declared 
that the Duke of Guise had either gone too far, 
or sU^ped short of a wîse policy ; he should either 
havetaken. no violent steps agaiust his Liege's 
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authority, or in passing the boundaries of alle- 
griance, should not hâve entrusted the enterprise 
of securing the person of the King to an army of 
undisciplined burgesses and monks. In France, 
the Protector was either praised or eondemned, 
according to the politics and religion of the party 
who sat in judgment on his conduet ; receiving a 
différent award, as the judge happened to be 
Huguenot, Leaguer, or Royal partisan. 

However inwardly chagrined at his thwarted 
policy, Guise repressed ail outward démonstrations 
of ill feeling; and in an interview with Cathe* 
rine at her hôtel, whither she had retired, he said, 
very speciously, ^^ I am not in rébellion against 
my honoured Liège — but I cannot answer for the 
feelings and behaviour of the Council of Sixteen, 
who rule me, as well as every other gentleman in 
the city." 

Whilst Valois, who arrîved safely at Chartres, 
was gradually assembling his friends and scattered 
troops, and regaining, though slowly, the retinue 
and pomp of Majesty, the governors of provinces 
and of the military posts of the kingdom, were 
speculatiug on the estent and liability of tkeir 
allegiance. 

When a vessel falls to pièces, each man clings 
to the nearest spar; when the executive power of - 
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a State is dissolved, and its laws threatened with 
extinction or abeyance, every one in office asks 
liimseif tfae question — To whom is fealty dae ? 

The searching policy of Catherine — the fiery 
threats of Montpensier — ^the malignant hatred of 
the ecclesiastics towards the dynasty of Valois—^ 
and the cautions yet persevering career of the Pro- 
teictiHr — were, to their several originators, less 
harassing than the perplexity of those who held 
govemments of the crown. The siibtiest reason- 
ers of this class argued thus : — The power of the 
King is crumbled into dust; and though the 
shadow of authority stiU lingers with his person, 
yet that will be dissipated when Guise leaves 
Paris, and takes the field against him. But are 
we therefore to hold our commissions of the Pro- 
tector of the League ? — Assuredly not ! Our line- 
age is as pure as his own, though, indeed, he 
boasts of a royal descent ! Therefore we hold not 
of him — but of whom, then ? 

This second question generally reduced the self- 
interrogator to the painful necessity of denying 
allegiance both to Guise and Valois, and to the 
conséquent resolution of doing homage ouly to 
himself, with a firm détermination of making every 
one, within the limits of his rule, perform the same 
ceremony. But the matter did not rest hère. He 
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who found bimself lord and master of a province, 
might be excused for an occastonal dream of a 
diadem encircling bis brows, and passing as a heir* 
loom to hîs descendants ! To continue our former 
metaphor, — he who was strong enough, seized a 
plank of the wreck, and left his brethren to sink 
or swim. 

But amorig those in whom honour exercised a 
greater sway, and who gave allegiance where only 
it was due, ranked the Marquis de Cœuvres, an 
old gentleman, in whom simplicity of manners was 
joined to an inflexible rectitude of conduct. He 
was governor of the royal fortress of D'Usson, 
wliich had formerly been a state prison, and uged 
for that purpose by the eleventh Louis, when the 
citadel of Loches was unable to accommodate the 
whole of its numerous guests. 

D'Usson cousis ted of a castle with its depend- 
encies, situated on the summît of a basaltie rock, 
in the province of Auvergne ; its base nearly en- 
circled by a rapid stream, which threw itself into 
the river Allier, at the distance of a league from thè 
rock. Nature had donc her utmost to render the 
station impregnable; on every sîde ît was pro- 
tected by shelving précipices, with but one harrow 
path to the fortress; a wîndîng causeway, over- 
looked and commanded by the battlements of the 
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g^iCe^tower. The table-Iand on tlie summit, ad- 
mâtsbly adapted for the purpose, was entirely sur- 
rounded by the walLs of the fortress^ in such wise 
tbat their fouxHlations seemed to grow ont of the 
rock as though it were their natural parent. To 
tbe . spectators below, no footing for assauit was 
visible, even if soldiers were found hardy enough 
to attempt to scale the précipitons sides of the 
emineiice. 

Such. was the aspect of D'Usson to its foes; 
presenting nothing but obstacles to the rash leader 
ni^io should venture to beleaguer its lofty towers ; 
but to. those who found aecurity and a place of re- 
fuge within its walls, the panoramic scène which it 
affbrded, was a soi^rce of pleasure and interest 
rsffely surpassed. From the terrace on the roof of 
the principal tower, was seen, towards the east, 
the (^ening of the romantic St. Jean en Val, with 
its .winding stream and slopes of verdure ; on the 
south, the course of the noble and rapid Allier, 
which . the eye followed till it was lost amid the 
inountsûns. From the base of the rock to the 
banks of the river, the valley named St Germain 
sous D'Usson, spread a rich banquet to the eye of 
the enraptured beholder, who, not contented with 
t^acing the gUstening mountain torrent to its 
j.unctjiDn with the Allier» looked westward across 
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the latter stream, where, in the distance, stood tbe 
strong town of Issoire, backed by heigbts, clothed 
to their summits with forests and heather. 

Hère, amid the beauties of a province whidi 
united the majestic solemnity of naked rocks and 
pinnacled crags with the loveliest and most pastoral 
retreats, resided the old Marquis, perched aloof, 
iar above the contention and din of arms, which 
ever and anon disturbed the repose of the valleys. 
The garrison was far from numerous, but quite 
sufficient to défend a post which nature herself 
had fiashioned into a strong-hold for her children ; 
and as the instructions of the govemor were to 
keep himself quiet, and restrain his valour to the 
mère defence of the fortress, he was enaUed to 
indulge himself in repose and luxury, while ail 
beneath breathed of strife and rébellion. 

De Cœuvres was in truth a simple-minded man, 
without ambition or ability, and had been selected 
by the Queen-mother, tlirough her opinion of bis 
honesty. When the flattering mandate reached 
him at the Château de Cœuvres, he was a widower, 
and spent the greater portion of his time in tend- 
ing the éducation of his daughter Gabrielle. 

At D'Usson, tbe scanty routine of officiai duties 
allowed him to continue the same gratifying task, 
and with such success, that Gabrielle prcnnised 
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to be a prodigy of learning;*-^that is to say, she 
read Marot, Pibrac, and Pasquier, and the poems 
also of the sprightly court poet, Ronsard ; ail, save 
the first-named poet, contemporary writers, whose 
effusions, in thick quarto and folio volumes, 
arrived in succession from the Parisian seat of 
the Muses. Her knowledge of the classics was 
indeed confined to a translation of Ovid and 
sevéral of the minor Latin poets, whose verses had 
been deemed worthy of imitation by the French 
wits of the sixteenth century; but to make 
amends, she had studied deeply the earols and 
songs of the troubadours, and was a rare pro- 
ficient in the lange dHœ. She was also acquainted 
with the writings and gesta of the chroniclers, not 
merely of the chivalric era, but of the darker âges 
which preceded the crusades, when learned arch- 
bishops, and good*tempered indolent monks, sat 
in their " sunny oriels," and concocted taies and 
historiés, in which the costume, and mode of think- 
ing, and faith of the descendants of Charlemagne 
and his heroes, were engrafted upon classic inci- 
dents, and scènes laid in the cities of Greece and 
Rome. 

But the effusions of the troubadours, so harmoni- 
otis in their cadences, and seemingly the offspring 
of the moment, as joy or grief possessed the soûl of 
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the poet, and he strung bis harp to soothe a weaiy 
hour, or give vent to his rapture — ^were her 
favourites. As shepaced tke terraee of the fortress, 
and looked towards the south — ^the ]and of the 
unforgotten minstrels whom she honoured, often 
would she exelaim with de%ht in the words of the 
enthnsiastiC; Vidal : — 

I eagerly inhale the breeze 

Fiom thee, sweet Provence, Uowing; 

And ail that's thine delights me so, 

Such pleasant thoughts bestowlng, 

That if thy very name is named 

I liaten joyoutly, 

And ask a hundred words for one-^ 

So sweet to hear of thee. 

And surely none can name a spot 

So sweet in memory biding, 

As Hwixt the Durance and the sea 

Where the swift Rhône i» gliding i. 

Gabrielle D^Estrées, was indeed worthy of a 
poet to sing the praises of her charms. She had 
nevér been at the court of Paris» and there ivas 
an air, eertainly not of rusticity, as her life was 
passed in the soeiety of equals, but of a graceful 
yet reserved deportment, whieh eould not hay^ 
withstood the gay intercourse of the Louvre. Her 
stature was above the ordinary height of her sex» 

^ From the translation by the author of the Lays of the Minne- 
singers. 
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thopgh within tl)^ limits of élégance aad w^maiily 
proportion; aad^r captivatii^ provincial a^et 
wà hjealthful glow of complexion would hâve 
a^Toided a model for our own Spenser în his 
Bdphœbe. If Arnaud Pe Marveil could<liave 
risen from his tomb^ fae ^ii^oidd hâve beheld another 
beauty, worthier of his praise, than her whom he 
caUéd — 

Fairer than the âur-fiuned Helen, 
Lovelier than the ilowrets gay ; 
Snow-white teetb^ and lipt tntâh>t»ttingfr 
Heart as q»en as the day, 
Golden hair, and fresh bright roses :— ▼ 

But we must forbear — the language of the 
troubadours is not for the présent âge. Gabrielle, 
in sober truth, was worth the storming of a castle, 
or even of listening to the stories of her father, 
as ke sat in an antique chair, and repeated his 
adventures at the court of the gallant Francis. 

At the period tO whiéh our history • has now 
airrived, his feir dai^hter had long ceased to 
benefit by his raried lore; and in retum for the 
instruction whieh she had received feom his parental 
care, was accustomed to amuse hîm, when tired 
^ the récital of his reminisceneesj wiÙl passages 
&om her favourite poets and romancers. 

The Marquis was getting old and garrulous, 
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and enjoyed the oomforts of his sinécure poBt in 
an âge which was stirring men's blood into the 
activity and rancour of party strife and warfiure. 
Hitherto the periodical wars with the Hugaeoiots 
had been treated as a matter of course, and did 
not even interfère, during the intervais of peace, 
with marris^e alliances between the partisans of 
the rival sects ; but when Valois was driven firom 
his palace by the ambitions Protector of the 
League, every Frenchman saw the necessity of 
buckling on his armour for the cause he espoused. 
De Cœuvres was, however, unmoved, save in 
his indignation against the disloyal priesthood and 
eitizens, whom he stigmatized in terms becoming 
the loyalty of a faithful servant of his liège. But 
the even ténor of his life was not disturbed either 
by the threatened hostilities between Valois and 
Guise, or by the excursions of Navarre, who since 
the breaking up of the winter had penetrated into 
Auvei^ne with his cavalry. More than once had 
the gallant leader of the Huguenots made pretence 
of beleaguering D'Usson, but the old Marquis 
only laughed at thèse hostile dispositions ; and as 
he performed his daily inspection of the battle- 
ments, would derisively point out to the slender 
garrison, with his cane, the encampment of the 
heretics. 
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In thèse military perambulations, he was accom- 
panied by one who perfonned the duties of steward 
seneschal of the castle, and Chamberlain. Mon- 
sieur Pomini, as he designated himself, was the 
son of an artisan of Avignon, who had acquired 
sufficient wealth to leave his son in a better 
condition than that in which his own humble 
career had commenced. Pomini, who was clever 
and industrious, rapidly acquired whatever know- 
ledge and learningfell within his reach ; and being 
of an ambitions tum of mind, he resolved that his 
own career should commence, where that of his 
father had terminated. Yet though commerce was 
open to him, and he had the example before his 
eyes, of merchants who vied with the noblesse in 
the splendeur of their houses and the profusion 
of their viands, he despised the attainment of so 
vulgar a station, and determined to force his way 
within the pale of gentility, or die in the struggle. 
He observed closely the varions and conflicting 
conditions of life, and more especially its outward 
forms and observances ; — from the rude charcoal- 
bumer to the monarch on the throne, his acute 
mind had sedulousiy traced the occupations and 
privilèges of every intervening title and grade of 
Society. 

" If I become a merchant," said the young man, 
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^^ I may never fisdrly rank as a gendenuai, ikeugli 
I could purchase balf a provinee. It would be» 
blot on my escutcheon — that must not be — etber 
modes sball be tried !" 

His money was speedily changed for latidf 
and be became the owner of six farins. His next 
measare was to leave Avignon ; it was a disagree-^ 
able place in bis eyes — so mucb so — tbat be would 
gladly bave seen tbe plougb-sbare furrowing tke 
eartby wbere palace and bovel were tx^etber con*- 
gregated, and cemented by tbe labour of centuries. 
He was now in possession of tbe territory, aod 
only wanted tbe letters-^patent of gentility, wbicà 
be flattered biniself would some day fail to bis lol^ 
witbout baving ever stained himself witb inerr^ 
eantile or artistical occupation. 

Tbe tbird step was to attacb bimself in some 
way or otber to tbe fortunes of a powerful noble» 
in wbose service .or suite, be could wait bard by 
tbe boundaries of bis object, till an oppcurtunity 
presented itself of overlei^ing tbe enclosure. To 
accomplisb tbis last and master-point of policy,.be 
trusted to bis &ssiduity and keenness of visioûr— 
and trusted intuitively, for be was not consdous of 
tbe extent of bis own talents, nor even of tbeir 
direct seope. But nature bad indicated ber aim 
by désire; wbicb fortunately for Pomini,. was 
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suiieared.to expand in a ^cdiigèDiid atmosphei^5 and 
bofe bim onward trittn^hax^y. 

About the lime of bis leaving Avignon^ ebance 
tbrew bim in tbe way of tbe Marquis, wbo in 
addition to tbe &mily domain and marquisate of 
Cœttvres, poBseâsed lands near Avignon, wbitber 
be bad repaired to gatber in bis barvest. Tbey 
were mutually struck witb eacb otber ; tbe incipi- 
ent gentleman wilb the ffovemor of D'Usson — and 
tbe Marquis witb the benhùmmie, barmiess vanity, 
and lively discourse of Pomini. A treaty com- 
meneed and was concluded, and tbe eontemner of 
tbe merebants of Marseilles ànd Avignon took office 
under De Gœuvres, wbo, on bis part, thougbt 
bis recruit a better barvest tban tbe produce of tbe 
com-fields by tbe Rbone. 

Nor was tbe old govemor mistaken in bis man. 
Tbe senescbal enlivened tbe gloom of the fortress 
during tbe long winter evenings witb bis never- 
ceasing conversation and bustle; and tbe new officer 
was pleased tbat be bad now tbe model of a gentle- 
man ever présent, and wbicb be might study at 
leisore; — the only drawback was its âge, as he 
feared be migbt adopt, by untimely imitation, forms 
of speech, and other^matters of personal demean- 
oor, belonging not to gentitity in the abstract, but 
to old âge. - But from tbis fear h^ was released by 
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the periodical arrivai of the neighbouring noblesse, 
who came to pay their respects and visits to the 
Marquis, and which gave the seneschal the wished 
for opportunity of mixing with the dass to whieh 
his ambition aspired. 

That it is necessary to stoop to conquer, was 
not so much the policy as the faith of Pomini, who 
had a wise humility of heart, which made eren 
pride subservient to prudence ; and the aspirant to 
nobility was in conséquence the very best and 
most diligent of servants. In a short time his 
présence was as requisite to the comforts of the 
governor as his daily food ; the seneschal, cham-* 
berlain, and steward, became adviser, confidant, and 
friend. Pomini, who remarked the happy effects 
of his servility, thought that his object was near 
the period of accomplishment, and intended on 
the first favourable opportunity, to obtain from 
Valois, through the interest of the governor, the 
title and territorial privilèges of a gentleman. 

" Yes !" exclaimed the Chamberlain, starting 
from a rêverie ; — " it would sound exceedingly well î 
Monsieur L'Isle du Marais ! If there be a much 
longer delay, I will make old De Cœuvres go to 
Paris on purpose. The foundation of a house 
which may exist for centuries — the Pominies of 
L'Isle du Marais ! — ^is surely an affair of importa 
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ance — at least my great-grandsons will think êq \ 
Besides, there was a L'Isle du Marais a century 
ago, tkough not a trace of the château exists, and 
the lordship itself is extinguished ; or, indeed, I 
would hâve taken the name by right of purchase. 
Well ! may not the Languedoc herald, a hundred 
years hence, connect my pedigree with the old 
family ?" 

Bat the bright visions of the seneschal were 
about to be disturbed for awhile by the untoward 
fortunes of Valois. When the news reached 
D'Usson that the king had been forced to fly for 
his life from the Louvre, the indignation of De 
Cœuvres did not exceed the grief of Pomini. If 
Guise became monarch, it were doubtful whether 
the great-grandson of the seneschal would be in a 
condition to bribe the Languedoc herald. 

This considération so overwhelmed him, that he 
ardently wished he had never seen tke Marquis, 
but had attached himself to the League in pré- 
férence. 

" It will never do for me to be lingering hère," 
said the disconsolate Pomini ; ^^ I must be on that 
side which has the ascendancy — I must hâve a 
patron who possesses the car of royalty — if his 
présent Majesty should be deposed or slain before 
I get my patent — of what avail hâve been the 
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years paased at D'Usson, humpuring a siUy old 
maiiy and listeuing to stories whieh our fidr Mad^ 
moiselle Gabiielle is glad to eaeape from? Saerel 
By the bouse of L'Isle Du Marais I I will beeonie 
a Leaguer if the Protector triumph ! Is an konouT'^ 
able bouse to bave -no existence beeause of thèse 
silly passing affaire ? By our lady of Good-luek ! 
I stand in a predicament — if afiairs go on at this 
rate» I will not order anotber sbeep to be kiUed at 
D'Usson — I will starve or poison tbem ail, exeept 
Mademoiselle, and deliver up the castle to bim 
who bas Montjoie at bis elbow — ^be he Valois, lor- 
raine, or the devil !" 

He was in truth quite disordered with the news; 
insteadof bis usual smirking address, be stfffed 
the old Marquis out of countenance, as be waited 
to receive bis evening's instructions respecting the 
night-watch, and other matters connected with the 
economy of the fortress; and snapped bis fingers 
audibly, out of pure vexation, wbile Gabrielle was 
reciting an old legend. 

" What ails you, Pomini," said the governor, 
who was almost buried in bis large chair; ^that 
you cannot wait till I bave beard out this brave 
old jfesta? Gabrielle bas disappointed me tbree 
successive nights, and I sball never bear the eod 
of it !" 
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'^ Well ! Monseigneur," eried lus daogliter, shnk- 
tii^ up the book; yoa must now attend nMire 
dosely to your officiai dutîes — who knows bot 
Pomini has a taie to tell of an eneniy maiddi^ np 
the canseway ? I diall lea^e yon to yonndvcs.' 

"^Bot — GabrieUer ahnost ahooted the go- 
vernor, as he saw her preparing to leave Ae cham- 
ber, <^ when sball I kam the hAe of the brave 
AmiHiean knight — tellrae,didheTe9caedielaily?* 

'^ Ah ! Monseigneur T eried GabrieUe, tinning 
to her fiither, with a smile intended as a reoom- 
penèe for her running away ; ^ that mode of tell- 
ing a story will never do. You shaD hear ail as it 
is imtten." 

' Bot, seeing that her nnfle had not Tanqoiabed 
his dlÉpleasnre, she i^proodied the chair in whidi 
he was seated — stepping acroas the room with soch 
a winning air of persoanon, that the seneschal 
cottld bave hilen on bis knees and worshipped her 
in phee of his favonrite Notre Dame de Baime 
Aventure — or Goodluck, as we baye before rendered 
it The Marquis held out bis hand, wliich Ga- 
brieQe took; and, after pressing it to her lips, said, 
playfully, — 

" Now cannot you, brare chevalier, Êmcy your- 
self, for one evening, the hero in a real romanoe — 
that D'Usson is an encfaanted castle^I, a sor* 
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oeres8, holding you, a prince, in captivity — aiid 
Pomîni, your esquire ? Cannot you fancy such a 
change T* 

^^Most truly," replied the Marquis, yielding to. 
her humour. 

^^Then," rejoined Grabrielle, smiling, ^^you woidd 
wish the sorceress out of your présence, that you 
might hold counsel with your faithfiil esquire on the 
best chance of escape." 

And so saying, and without waiting for a reply, 
the lady retired to her own chamber overlooking 
the Valley of St Germain. 

** It îs very strange !" said De Cœuvres ; " a 
malady has broken out at D'Usson ! Gabrielle was 
till lately fond of reading to me — aye, till midnight, 
if I had suffered her — but now she runs away to 
her chamber every evening thus early. And you, 
Pomini, hâve caught the disease in a most virulent 
manner. It has stiffened your back, starched the 
muscles of your face, and tumed your eyes into 
stone ** 

^^ What ! Do you not think I walk like a gentle^ 
man ?" asked Pomini, ever anxious on the score 
of his Personal attainments. 

" You are the prince of chamberlains !" replied 
the Marquis, smiling; — " if King Francis, of happy 
memory, were alive, he would not wish a goodlier 
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psdr of legs to walk before him to the chamber 
which bears his name." 

^^ I wish his grandson would visit us," said the 
seneschal. 

" My poor master !" said De Cœuvres, — " I 
hcllpe he will never be reduced to the necessity of 
flying hère for refuge. It would be a sad day for 
the house of Valois." 

'^ Our's is an uncertain life, Monseigneur," said 
Pomini, — " the world is ever changing its rulers. 
One dynasty suceeeds another. There is no 
longer any living of the ancient family of L'Isle 
Du Marais, but " 

^^ What has your cursed marshes to do with the 
destinies of France?' exelaimed the Marquis, 
between anger and mirth. 

^^ Now that the seignorial rights hâve passed 
away, not much," replied Pomini, gravely. 

^^ If I were a young man and a soldier," said De 
Cœuvres, who was, however, conscious of his own 
love of ease ; — " I should pine away in this lofty 
retreat, if gallant deeds were doing on the plains of 
France. I never fought but once, and that once 
against the Huguenots at the battle of Jamac. 
We beat them gloriously. I will describe the 
movements of the heretics. — Their cavalry were 
stationed at " 
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But how that considérable doubt existed of the 
power of Valois to assist Us old servant, the Mar*- 
quis, Pomini was determined not to bear the répé- 
tition of the battle of Jaraac. He ventured rather 
rudely to interrupt the governor, by asking him if 
he had heard of the new démonstration whieh tlie 
heretics had made that day. 

^< What of them ?" exclaimed the Marquis, 
hastily ; *^ did the girl then speak truth ? Wky not 
tell ine bèfore ?" 

Pomini would not hâve been much puzzled to 
explain satis&ctorily the reason of his silence re^ 
^specting an event of which he had never heard ; 
but rather than hear the movement of the oolumns 
at Jarnac, he narrated a movement. of his own in- 
vention, which implied that Navarre had marched 
from SL Jean en Val to St. Germain sous ly Usson ; 
but the seneschal, on a sudden, recoUecting that his 
fabrication would be diseovered in the morning, 
added to it, by saying, that the Huguenots marched 
back again. 

Old De Cœuvres burst out into a ioud fit of 
laughter to the great dismay of his subaltern, who, 
however, recovered from his alarm, on the governor 
saying : — 

'^ They might as well attempt to pluck a star 
from heaven as to scale this eyrie. Poor Navarre 
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has not a single pièce of cannon ! YHiat foUy has 
indaeed him to waste his time in loitering in the 
valleys ? One would suppose, he thinks himself a 
basilisk, or a snake, which fascinâtes its prey. 
But m tell you how the case stands, Pomini. — 
You can sit down there !'* 

The poor seneschal obeyed, though screwing his 
toes within his shoes through vexation. 

" The King of Navarre," continued the Marquis, 
^^ is a mère créature of impulse. He is brave and 
diaring, but perseverîng only for a season : he would 
hâve lived and died in the Louvre had not he been 
roused by shame and the entreaties of his friends^ 
The affair at Coutras was very clever, but sueh a 
victory will not happen again, unless De Rosny, 
and De Grammont, and De Vivans, keep close at 
his elbow. At Paris he was always engaged in 
some affair of the heart, and I dare say that is his 
présent predicament, and his friends will discover 
that the spring campaign in Auvergne has for its 
object a dalliance with a pretty peasant giri, or, 
perhaps, the wife of a burgesç, or noble, of Issoire, 
though, indeed, he is on the wrong side of the 
river for that town. Heed not the movements of 
Navarre unless our friends below bring word of the 
arrivai of De Nevailles or De Rosny at his camp ; 
— the heretic must be wound up before he can be 



22 HENRI quatre; or, 

set a going, though I allow his movements are tken 
very rapid." 

<< Should we not lay our account in expecting 
the Protector's troops to corne in search of the 
heretics ?" inquired the seneechal, who wàs sensi- 
tively alive to the movements of the former party. 

" And what if they do ?" eried De Cœuvres, " if 
Guise and ail his forces were beneath in the valley, 
I would not alter my conduct in any one particular. 
Nay — I wish they were, for then (jabrielle would, 
perhaps, stay hère and read, instead of running to 
the solitude of her own chamber. But Guise is 
#still in Paris, and Valois between him and; 
Auvergne. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



Sans rien blasmer, je sers une maîtresse, 
Qui toute femme ayant noble hautesse 
Passe en vertus, et qui porte le nom 
D'une fleur belle : et en royal surnom 
Demonstre bien son antique noblesse. 

Louange A Marguerite de Valois. 



NoT many days after the conversation narrated in 
the last chapter, the Marquis was walking on the 
terraee of the castle aceompanied by Gabrielle. 
On the battlements beneath were stationed Jean 
La Roche, an old soldier who had served in every 
campaign against the Huguenots, and his comrade, 
a young recruit, whom the governor had induced 
to leave the valley for the aerial fortress and mili- 
tary duties of the garrison. 

" By St Geneviève ! but you'U make a rare 
sentinel !" exclaimed Jean, addressing his com- 
panion. 

" And tell me why ?" asked the recruit. 

" You look two ways at the same time," replied 
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the vétéran ; — ** one eye upon your own vaUey, and 
the other at the terrace — ^but hare a care ! — and 
never trouble yourself with things above you !" 

The young man blushed through his sun-bumt 
eomplexion. 

" Robert," said La Roche, who perceived the 
confusion of the peasant-soldier, <<that old gen- 
tleman who is now peeping down upon us, is an 
excellent master for one fond of ease; but you 
ought to see more of the world than you can meet 
with in this eagle's nest Old as I am, I should 
like to hâve a dash at the heretics, if there were 
more of us ; — ^but this is a bad school for a re- 
cruit, by St Louis ! I wish that King of Navarre 
would try the steep road, just for once, that I 
might draw my cartridge in a natural way — ^but he 
is a sluggard." 

^< I thought they were scaling the rock the other 
night," said Robert; ^*it was the night-watch, and 
I was standing on the opposite angle, when I 
heard a strange noise like men creeping up the 
sides — ^but ail was quiçt after awhile, though I 
stretched my hearing to catch the soand/' 

*^ Ând did you not tell the Marquis, or the 
pompons seneschal ?" inquired the old soldier. 

" What to be laughed at,*' replied Robert, " as 
you did at me just now, because I looked at the 
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governor's tall daugbter ? No ; I know better than 
that, by our lady of St. Germain ! I was born 
within sight of D'Usson, and I never heard of any 
Toad but the one eut on purpose for the troops — 
and the noise I heard was in the wrong quarter. 
It must hâve been the wind whistling in the 
crannies, or an old witch — our lady préserve us ! — 
riding through the air." 

" Ah," cried the vétéran drily, " I am a heretic 
on the score of witches, except those like the 
bright lady Gabrielle, who turns ail our heads. 
Shç is the witch of D'Usson ! brother Robert ; 
but I hâve seen too many of her sex to be out 
of my sensés for more than a second — just a glance 
of the eye, a9 though a strong li^t flashed across 
it, and thafs ail. There was the Queen of Na- 
varre, a braver lady than our governor's daughter. 
I hâve seen her at Fontainebleau, and at the Louvre, 
when that testy old fellow, Marshal De Biron, 
commanded our régiment of arquebusiers. I was 
on guard at Notre Dame when she was marri^d 
in front of the church, to the King of Navarre, 
whom, by the by, I hâve not seen, Robert, since 
the day before yesterday in the morning." 

'^ You hâve seen kings and queens and princes, 
from ail parts of the world," said Robert, resting 
his arquebuse against the battlements, ^^ but tell 
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me, is not our lady Gabrielle very like a queen 
wlien she walks by us on the parade^ and returns 
our salute so graciously ?" 

^^ May be she is," replied Jean La Roche, 
whose memory was busy with his own taie, ^* but 
I was saying, I saw the Queen of Navarre nuurried. 
How proudly she looked. Ah ! by St. Geneviève ! 
that was my picture of what a queen should be. 
The young prince attempted to smile and be 
gallant, but she firowned him into humiiity.'* 

" What, was he ugly ?" cried Robert 

^^ No, not that," replied the vétéran smiling at 
the ignorance of his comrade, <^ but the marriage 
was forced upon her by that smooth-tongued, 
stealthy cat her mother. She hated Navarre as 
she would hâve hated any other pretender to her 
hand, except, perhaps, as it was whispered, a secret 
favourite. — But let that pass. You should hâve 
seen the Princess when the archbishop asked her 
if she took the King for a husband — she never 
spoke, but looked like a woman crazed, or dream- 
ing of something else." 

^' And were they so cruel as to marry the poor 
lady?" asked Robert, whp always listened with 
interest to the stories of his talkative comrade. 

" Marry her !" cried Jean, " why her brother 
Charles and his mother would hâve married her to 
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one of thetowers of Notre Dame, if they had fancied 
it. But she had courage not to answer the arch- 
bishop, so the old Cardinal De Bourbon, who hap* 
pened to stand behind the Princess, pushed forward 
her head with his rude hand — and the nod was 
réckoned as good as a word by her mother.'' 

** Ah, that would not hâve done for me," cried 
the peasant, tossing his head, ^^ my wife should 
haye spoken, or I would hâve left the church and 
gone home, and " 

But the speaker was interrupted by the Marquis, 
who shouted, " La Roche, you idler ! are they 
friends or foes in the south ? and send Robert to 
alarm the warden." 

" Umph," growled the vétéran, " while talking 
to you about Notre Dame, the old gentleman has 
caught me at fault" 

La Roche, who asplred, as became a soldier 
who had served under De Biron, to the distinction 
of a strict disciplinarian, was angry that the gover- 
nor, whom he accounted as a nobody in respect 
of military skill, should discover the approach of 
strangers ère he himself was aware of it. His 
practised eye, in looking in the direction pointed 
ou^ by the Marquis, perceived a cavalcade alter- 
nately within sight, and disappearing for awhile 
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behind the rocks and foliage which obscared the 
Southern valley. 

Navarre, it was reported, had removed his 
quarters to a more distant part of the province, 
and left the valleys sotts D'Ussori free to the inter* 
course which ordinarily subsisted between the 
inhabitants of the fortress and their more lowly 
nèighbours. It was not, therefore, without ap- 
préhension of being again blockaded, and obliged 
to resort to the garrison stores, that the dwellers 
of the mount viewed tlie approach of a new 
enemy. 

But ail doubt of the further continuance of 
their daily supply of fresh provisions was set at 
rest when the number and condition of the 
étrangers were ascertained. The imaginary anny 
dwindled into a humble escort engaged in the 
safe conduct of a litter and its fair burthen, who 
was obviously bound for the lofty castle which 
rose before their path. 

'< And who does us the honour of a visit in 
thèse perilous times ?'' exclaimed the Marquis, as 
hé bent his eyes with anxious gaze on the litter, 
which was now ascending the mountain. 

" It is Valois," cried Gabrielle, " I can see 
Ùte fleur-de-lis on the litter." 
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^' No," shouted the governor almost in a passion 
with his fair daughter, ^* you do his Majesty wrong ! 
what, travel like a woman ?" 

" Aud why not?" replied the lady, " he dresses 
like a monk." 

" I do not like his taste certaînly," rejoined the 
Marquis ; ^^ bat there is one now spurring up the 
causeway, who will soon change our spéculations 
into certaînty." 

Though it was beneath the dignity of the 
governor to be présent at the arrivai of stranger- 
guests, yet a tolerably strong muster was made 
at the gate-tower, as much for pomp as security. 
At the demand of a stranger who with his servant 
had préceded the escort, the gâtes were opened; 
and Pomini in a dress, the fantastic compound 
of the habiliments of a page and a gentleman, 
presented himself with his men, and bowing very 
low, inquired the name and rauk of die visitors. 

" I ask of the Marquis De Cœuvres," replied 
the stranger, ^^ the hospitality of D'Usson for the 
Queen of Navarre." 

A flash of joy overspread the face of Pomini 
at thèse words. To hâve the honour of receiving 
a queen was worth listening to the hundred times 
repeated stories of the governor ; and so impressed 
was the seneschal with his good fortune, that he 
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resolved not to oommunicate the intelligence to 
the Marquis, who, in duty bound, would hâve 
descended to meet the majestic daughter of 
France. 

^< Now is arrived the criais of my fortune," said 
Pominl to himself ; "the Queen of Navarre can 
do more with her fÎEunily than the old gentleman 
my master." 

Fortunately for the conséquence of the senes- 
chal, the two pages of the household were présent 
with the troops; they were showy youths, and 
would not hâve disgraced the Louvre. 

" Her Majesty is most weleome to D'Usson !" 
replied Pomini to the demand of her attendant. 

The stranger, who was no other than our friend 
De Nevailles, saw before him a tall, well-limbed 
man, with handsome features certainly, but des- 
titute of noble expression or military daring, and 
was consequendy at a loss to détermine his rank ; 
for though the decisiveness of his reply indicated 
authority, yet De Cœuvres, as the Baron had been 
informed, was an old man. Detennined, however, 
to apply the touchstone to his presumption, fae 
said q.uietly — 

" Her Majesty will most gratefully thank you 
for this courtesy, Monseigneur." 

At the Word, Monseigneur, a titter was observ- 
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able on the faces of ail the group, save that of die 
would-be L'Isle du Marais, who was at a loss 
whether to accept or reject the proflFered honour. 
The implied discovery of the pretender was lïot 
unobserved by Antoine, who had foUowed hîs 
master, and now eehoed him, saying — 

"Ay, and her hungry servants too, most il- 
lustrions Seigneur !" 

Pomini found himself involved in a dilemma 
which might be productive of ridiculous consé- 
quences; but nowise daunted, he determined to 
brave it out, in spite of the ill-concealed mirth of 
the household and the military. 

He advanced beyond the gateway to meet the 
royal litter ; and the curtains being drawn aside, 
he beheld, for the first time, the far-famed Queen 
of Navarre, whose brilliant complexion was height- 
ened by the excitement of the journey, and the 
busy thoughts which agitated her mind. '' Beside 
her sat a lady, with whom the reader is more 
iamiliar than the Seneschal of D'Usson ; — it was 
Emilie, whom Margaret, faithful to her promise, 
had demanded of and obtained her release from, 
the couvent at Avignon. 

Since the glorious victory at Centras, Margaret 
had been silently preparing to quit the uncertain 
protection of the Queen-mother, and seek, through 
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the aid of her consort, a retreat, to which her prtH 
tégée might repair with security. But in that âge, 
as in the présent, money was the sinew of motion ; 
and of this necessary commodity, the Queen oî 
Navarre was extremely déficient. She had, in 
truth, been cheated by her brothers out of her 
father's legaey, destined for her provision, in 
addition to the domains apportioned to a daughter 
of France. It was in vain she applied to the Queen 
of France to supply the deficiency ; Catherine had 
enough to do in paying spies, providing for fa- 
vourites, and making donations to the troops and 
partisans of her son's family. This being the case, 
the Queen of Navarre resolved to pay herself, 
when and wherever she could ; but as the period 
was approaching when Emilie would be forced to 
comply with the terms of her noviciate at Avig- 
non, Margaret saw the necessity of hastening to 
rescue her from the threatened doom of the 
veil. 

The battle of the barricades, and conséquent 
flight of her brother, happening at this time, the 
scheming Princess saw a fair opportunity of es^ 
cape, which she accomplished through the assist- 
ance of the good-natured Father Roquelaure, who 
accompanied hèr tothe south, as his présence was 
necessary to extricate her charge from the con- 
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ventual imprisonment to which she had been sub- 
jected by Catherine. 

The trio, attended by the faithful servants of the 
Princess, were travelling to implore the protection 
of the King of Navarre, when they fortunately 
came in contact with the Baron de Nevailles, whose 
restless mind was leading him towards Avignon, 
with the expectation of discovering the retreat 
of EmiUe, ère the threatening storm of political 
warfare hurried him within its vortex. The joy 
of the lovers may easily be conceived ; the more 
especially, as neither Margaret nor the oonfessor 
frowned on the meeting. 

The Queen of Navarre was indeed in want of 
the Baron's aid, which she joyfuUy accepted ; nor 
did she object to his attentions to her young friend, 
if he were content to live in hope, and without re- 
quiring to be informed of the secret history of their 
friendship towards each other, and mutual dislike 
of the Queen-mother. 

Navarre was known to be in Auvergne, and 
thither the happy travellers proceeded in search of 
him, arriving before D'Usson in the manner we 
hâve just related. A brilliant idea entered the 
mind of Margaret, when she beheld thé lofty rocks 
on which the fortress was built, its impregnability, 
and roman tic site ; but, without communicating her 
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sudden résolve, she simply requested the Baron to 
ask of De Cœuvres the hospitality of the castle for 
a daughter of France. 

Flushed with her scheme, she drew aside the 
curtain9 on approaching the gate»tower, and at 
the expected présence of the old Govemor; butin 
his place stood the smirking and bowing Pomini, 
who was dazzled with the beauty of the &ir 
voyagers, and quite forgot the graceful Gabrielle. 
Margaret smiled inwardly at his officiousness, 
but she saw at a glance that'he was her own, and 
mîght be moulded to her purpose. This was suf- 
ficient to induce her to return his civilities with 
condescension, and make him the proudest of men. 
He already £smcied himself Monsieur L'Isle du 
Marais, and even went so far as to présume on 
the possible acquisition of a baron's coronet and 
mantling. 

The cortège passed into the interior court, where 
the Queen and Emilie alighted, and were con- 
ducted by the enraptured seneschal into the hall. 
Great was the indignation of the loyal govemor, 
when one of the pages ran to inform him that hb 
visitor was the Queen of Navarre ; but as it was 
too late to proceed to the court-yard, where he 
could only dispute with his servant in the honour 
of the réception, he wisely resolved to take up a 
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position with bis daughter in their saloon of state ; 
and in order to increase the group, the page was 
desired to bring his fellow immediately, that they 
twain might be in readiness to do honour to royalty, 
and reflect a proper dignity on tbe rank of the 
govemor. 

But for tbis coup (Pétat, tbere was more than 
abundant time ; for Pomini indulged in bis usual 
artifice witb visitors, of conducting tbem tbrough 
tbe entlre suite of rooms of tbe castle, ère be in- 
trodueed tbem to tbe Marquis; commenting the 
wbiie on tbe antique beauty of tbe furniture, tbe 
lofty proportions of tbe chambers, and tbe historieal 
importance of tbe royal château. 

*^ Stay ! Stay ! Monsieur !" said tbe fatigued 
Queen of Navarre ; *^ bas not tbe Marquis a &ir 
daughter— a pearl of price ? Let us not delay in 
doing ber honour." 

^^ Her beauty can only be eclipsed by tbe bright 
Inminaries before wbom I now stand !" replied tbe 
assiduous and crafty senescbal : ^' and your Ma- 
jesty sball see ber soon." 

But Monsieur Pomini bad sometbing yet in 
store for bis new friends, * ère their eyes were 
blessed witb tbe présence of tbe Lady Gabrielle. 
To tbe surprise of tbe Queen and ber suite, be 
opened a small door bebind tbe tapestry of the 
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last chamber, and disappeared from view of bis 
visitors, but soon returned with abundle of torches, 
which were speedily lighted. 

" What ! torches in day-time ?" cried Margàret, 
in surprise. 

" Your Majesty must consider that it is the fault 
of the architect, not miïie," replied the obsequious 
éeneschal. 

Any one but De Nevailles would hâve dis- 
suaded the Queen froin proceeding farther, but his 
curiosity and love of eccentricity were deeply 
interested in the dénouement of this strange pro- 
ceeding, and he resolved to let the seneschal go 
the full length of his Une. 

The tapestry was put aside, and, one by one, 
foUowing each other, the visitants passed tlirough 
the narrow door-way, and eniered on a stone gal- 
lery or corridor. The light of the torches displayed 
the rudeness of the masonry, and the awfid prison- 
lîke gloom of the gallery. The royal party bégan 
to doubt the sincerity of their guide. 

" Is De Cœuvres a hermit?" exclaimed Mar- 
gàret; — " does he live in a cell?" 

Pomini màde no reply, for he was preparing for 
his last effort. 

Suddenly he stopped, and waved aloft his torch, 
commanding the attendants to do the same. Ât 
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his invitation the party approached the spot 
whereon he stood, but were awe-struck with the 
seeming horror of their position. They were no 
longer enelosed betwèen the walls of the gallery, 
but found themselves standing on a baleony, pro- 
jecting into the murky spaee. Above and benéath 
was utter darkness; — the partial, dim atmosphère 
of light which surrounded them, was just siiffieient 
to make the awful gloom visible. 

De Nevailles caught hold of the senesehal. 
" Why thîs mystery ?" said he, not knowing whe- 
ther it were prudent to express alarm. 

" Look !" exclaimed the senesehal, beckoning 
the party to approach the iron-railing which skirted 
the baleony. Impelled by mingled curiosity and 
dread, Margaret and her friends ventured to obey 
Pomini's bidding. 

" Now watch the descending light !" exclaimed 
the mysterious functionary ; — ^and at the words, he 
and his domestics threw their torches into the abysSt 

The glaring, whirling meteors, as they fell, 
illumihed the cavernous sides of the descent, and 
impressed the awe-struck gazérs with terror of the 
dreadful gulph over which they stood. After many 
a mazy giration, the lights reached the bottom, 
and bnmt flickeringly in the abyss. 

The group surveyed them from above with awe. 
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^< Something shines close to the red-light of 
that fiirthest torch !'' cried De Nevailles, who was 
the first to break silence. 

" Very likely,*' said Pomini, in a careless tone ; 
the skulls are scattered about in profusion !" 

A cry of horror arose from the fair living dames 
at this announcement; nor was their dread dimi- 
nished by discovering that they were now in total 
darkness. 

« By St. Hubert !" exclaimed the Baron, « it 
would be only doing justice to throw you to the 
spirits beneath ! Tell us, what means this ? or 
you shall rue your mischief !" 

" Where those torches burn are the dnngeons 
of D'Usson," replied Pomini. " There, his 
Majesty Louis, the eleventh of that name, of 
happy memory, kept the state prisoners, whose 
treason was manifest. Your Majesty's ancestor," 
continued the seneschal, speaking to the Queen 
of Navarre, "was a wîse Prince — no one could 
escape from thèse depths." 

" Let us away from the horrid sîght," cried the 
Queen, who had retained the hand of Emilie out of 
fear. 

" There is no danger from this cohceited fool !" 
whispered De Nevailles, who was close to Made- 
moiselle. 
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As the road was straight, no great difficulty was 
found by the yisitorg in groping their way out of 
the gallery into the génial light of day, and the 
warm tapestried . chamber. But their anger now 
vented itself against the seneschal; he was sur« 
rounded by a cirdle of inquisitors, who threatened 
him with every punishment which they could 
think of. 

<^ If I had been anxious only to revenge an 
insuit to my sovereign," said De Nevailles, 
" your ' body would hâve been ilung after the 
torches/' 

" But why show us thèse curiosities when the 
Marquis is waiting?" exclaimed Margaret, who 
coidd not repress a smile at the singular occur- 
rence. 

Pomini, who was taken off his guard by the 
cheerful speech of the Queen, replied with naïveté^ 
that since the visit of the Abbe Bourdeille de 
Brantôme to D'Usson, he had taken his advice, 
which was to display the dreary depths of the 
prison cavems to visitors, ère he introduced them 
into the présence of the Lady Gabrielle ; that her 
lightsome beauty might strike the beholders with 
ail the force of intense contrast. 

A peal of laughter followed this explanation, 
which was uttered in a tone that at once displayed 
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the vanity and weakness of the seneschal, at the 
same time that it bespoke the sincerity of the 
impulse. 

<< Ah ! the Âbbe De Brantôme is a man I 
révérence," said De Nevailles ; " his wit leaves a 
rough mark on every softer mind it comes in col- 
lision with." 

Meanwile, the outraged dignity of the Marquis 
was exposed to further dégradation by the delay; 
: — ^he walked about the saloon» fretting away the 
wearisome minutes with his daughter and the two 
pages, the sole remuant of a household, busily 
engaged in their several offices of taking charge 
of the visitors' horses, attending to the comforts of 
•the fatigued servants of her Majesty, and, lastly, 
but more honourably, swelling the train of the 
magnificent Pomini. 

Margaret and her friends were speedily restored 
to good humour, and followed the seneschal to 
the reception-chamber of the governor, laughing 
and talking the while of the eccentricity of their 
guide. Their gay, debonair bearing, and sportive 
looks, contrasted laughably with the traces of ill- 
humour on the face of the Marquis, who inwardly 
vowed revenge upon the pompons functionary. 

De Cœuvres had been a gallant in his season 
of pride, and retained the feeling in his old âge; 
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and Margaret was a dîvinîty în whose présence 
care was wont to hide its head in disguise. He 
bent lus* knee before the daughter of France, and 
his homage was rendered as much to her beauty 
as her rank; — Pomîni was forgotten when the 
Queen of Navarre bent forward gracefully with a 
sliow of raising the loyal governor of D'Usson. 

Whîle thèse salutations passed between the prin- 
cipal performers, the twoyounger and rival beauties 
had léisure to survey each other's attractions and 
powef. Gabrielle wondered whom might be the 
graceful companion of royalty, with her air of 
birth and romantic features, which had the same 
£ascinàtioii over the fair châtelaine of D'Usson, as 
they had exercised on Villa Franca, when he first 
beheld them in the Louvre. Emilie was not less 
struck with the charms of Gabrielle, whose stature 
beamed with light 

Ip the eyes of ail the spectators, save one, 
Gabrielle bore away the palm of beauty; she 
looked a magnifieent création, like Venus on the 
ocean*s surface — a dazzling splendour; — ^no second 
glance was needed to appreciate her power. 
Emilie could boast of no atmosphère of light — no 
ray as of divinity; her beauty was earth-born ; 
in the gailery of création, a connoisseur might pass 
her by, attracted by brighter luminaries, but when 
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his eyes had drank their fill of thèse, he would 
hâve retumed spell-bound to gaze on the pio- 
turesque features, of which he had only previonsly 
caught a momentary glanée. 

Gabrielle had also the advantages of cireiuii^ 
stances ; her dress was arranged with çaïe, and at 
leisure ; her hair bound with jewels, which glittered 
among aabum tresses; Endlie was, on the con- 
trary, in her travelling apparel, and careless of 
display. 

De Nevailles, as may be imagined, was mnch 
struck with the fair châtelaine ; and his thoughts 
recurred to the advice of the Abbe De Brantôme. 
Roquelaure, who had been remarkably silent sincè 
his entry into the castle, now found leisure to 
exchange a few words with the séneschal, who 
rejoiced the heart of the worthy cordelier with a 
prospect of good-living, to which his travelling 
stomach had been, for some time, a stranger. 
D'Usson appeared to his révérence a most désir- 
able abode ; nothing was wanting to the comfortsof 
life ; weaith, profusion, and plenty seemed to abound, 
and bright eyes also to gladden the daily feast. 
He never felt a greater contempt for the monks 
of La Chartreux (since called Trappists) than when 
Ustening to the account which Pomini narrated 
of the heaped-up stores of provisions in the fortress. 
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and daily supplies from the peasants of the valleys. 
Who woold wish to quit such a home ? 

When the usual civilides of meeting had been 
exchanged between the govemor and the royal 
guest, her suite was seveially introduced to the 
notice of him^elf and his fair daughter. De 
Nevailles was passed ofT as her Majest/s secretary 
— and the lady Emilie, as Mademoiselle De Bou- 
frement) an orphan, and attendant on the Queen. 
The office of the cordelier needed no explanation, 
save that his Christian name of Henri was sub- 
stituted for the name of his family, which latter 
he had borne at his couvent, to distinguish him 
from another Henri of equal piety, though of less 
growth. 

Thèse matters settled, and the ladies made 
friends, or seemingly such, Margaret was fairly 
domidled at Château D'Usson. Ne ver was Com- 
pany better assorted to prevent ennui. The Mar- 
quis ÊEUicied himself young again, and became the 
slave of her Majesty; Pomini was in disgrâce, 
and deprived of his triple post, but for the office 
of steward a glad substitute was found in Roque- 
laure; — ^while De Nevailles ventured to speak 
to Gabrielle oftener, and more pointedly, than 
became his prier attentions tO the praiéffée 
of Margaret The Queen hersëlf was silently 
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ploUîng an afiàir of great moment, and pùd lîtde 
attention to the proceedings of tLoee around her, 
except in tbe silent eDCouragement whicb slie 
afforded Pomini, and her, at length, succesefiil 
intercession in his favour with the govemor. Ga- 
brielle cared neîther for De Nevùlles, the Queen, 
or even her youthfui rival, save in occasionslly 
(Mquing her jealousy by listening to the Baron. 
While Emilie, the most unhappy of the dwellers 
in lyUsson, was alternately indignant and smooth- 
tempered with her eccentric lover. 

One day, while De Nevailles was listening to 
e commenta of Gabrielle on a forourite Provençal 
let, he observed that Emilie suddenly left the 
om. It might be, he thought, an accidentai 
currence, yet it awoke in bim a sensé of remorse 
r daring to triSe with the feelings of her for 
lom he had cherished fond hopes, while hopes 
îre ail his love'a inheritance ; and whom he had 
m slighted for a passing, though brilliant meteor. 
abrielle had indeed captivated his eyes, and 
ithing more ; though with the tyranny of a 
ver he had sulFered hb admiration to essmne a 
aracter of too outward a form. 
At once repentant, he resolved to sue for his 
irdon, and Jraming an excuse for qnitling Ga- 
ielle, he sought ont the înjured Emilie. She 
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had retired to the terrace, to brood over her disap- 
pointment, amid the varied and romantic scènes 
which met the view on every side. 

^^ Emilie !" exclaimed the Baron, as he stole on 
her unpereeived. 

She turned round, but was too much offended, or 
grîeved, to reply. 

" Speak, Emilie ! but one word !" continued 
De Nevailles ; — " I am pénitent and full of shame." 

But De Boufrement had lived with Margaret 
and the Queen-mother, and imbibed a portion of 
their spirit. She was proudly silent. 

" Hâve you not resolution, Emilie, to forgive my 
infirmity — my foUy — it was nothing more — a tran- 
sient cloud on our happiness. Summer days hâve 
sueh, but they melt away as soon as formed." 

" You shall see I hâve resolution. Monseigneur !" 
replied Mademoiselle, calmy. She drew from her 
bosom the sketch of herself, taken from Villa Franca 
in the Queen's picture-gallery, and which she had 
preserved as a token of their first meeting. Ere 
the Baron could prevent the catastrophe, the paper 
was borne .fluttering among the shelving rocks 
beneath the fortress. 

As he rushed forward, though too late to rescue 
the lost treasure, a laugh reminded the levers that 
they were watched. It was the Queen of Navarre, 
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who had beheld the rencontre, though without 
knowing its cause. 

^^ Tliis is too bad, Mademoiselle !" exclaimed 
Margaret, ^^ to set your knight such an impossible 
task ! Would you hâve him fling himself after the 
tender epistle; or are bis labours to commence 
upward from the valley ?" 

" What, angry !" continued the Queen, after a 
pause ; — " Well ! I am sure it is the feult of the 
Baron ! But leave him to me, Emilie, and I will 
impose such a penance for his crimes that he wiU 
never forget till the day of his death !" 

The lady retired without looking at her lover. 
Margaret laughed at this démonstration of anger. 

" Never mind her. De Nevailles," said the 
Queen, ^^ there must be moral contrasts as well as 
those presented to us by Pomini the pompons, now 
restored to his seneschalship." 

^^ But I am in the wrong, as your Majesty would 
hâve perceived, had not your attention been so 
much occupied of late," replied the Baron. 

" Then I hâve no time now to upbraid you," 
rejoined Margaret: — "Hâve you considered my 
intended conduct, with respect to D'Usson, in the 
light ofa matter of conscience?" 

" That is a fitter study for Father Henri !" re- 
plied De Nevailles, smiling. 

12 
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ce I dare scarée trust bim with the secret," said 
the Queen ; ^' it would be too hard a strain on liis 
fiautb, though I might, perkaps, make certain of his 
complaisance." 

" Précédents in your Majesty's favour," rejoined 
De Nevailies, "crowd upon me on every sîde. 
But there is one homely argument which I hold 
above every otber ; — that in the présent situation 
of your Êunily, if you delay much longer seizing 
the rights which hâve been unjustly denied you — 
there will soon be nothing left for you to take. 
The case appears to stand thus: — The legacy 
demised by your royal father has never been paid 
over into your Majesty's hands ; it has been spent 
without your concurrence, in propping up a feeble 
goyernment, and your repeated solicitations hâve 
been laughed at; — ^your Majesty smiles !" 

^^ I imagined myself in the court of Parliament, 
and listening to its président !" said the Queen of 
Navarre, 

The Baron bowed as gravely as any président, 
and retaining an attitude as sti£f and formai as the 
most witless advo.cate, continued : — 

^' As long as those whom you sue, hold their 
présent rank and possessions, your Majesty has 
noiight to fear on the score of inability to satisfy 
your just demand, if inclination should lead them 
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into tbat path. But you hâve already waited till 
their resources are considerably lessened, and ère 
another session be passed, they may themselves be 
destitute of even as much as you ask for. What 
course does prudence dictate? The same which 
governed the actions of your Majesty's unfortunate 
and lamented brother, François D'Âlençon. He 
saw the crown about to be reft away from the 
family, through the incapacity of his elder brother, 
and he said to himself ; — ^ This is a question which 
concerns me, for if Valois suffer his diadem to be 
snatched off by a rebel, my presumptive birth-right 
will be for ever foreclosed ! Shall I suffer this ? 

No !' His illustrions sister, whom I hâve now, 

in ail humility, the honour of addressing, knows 
the resuit of this reasoning — his vigorous policy — 
his enterprising spirit — ^his mercenary army and 
feeble officers. Let me stop hère, for I see your 
Majesty is moved.*' 

<' The same reasoning," continued De Nevailles, 
after a pause, to allow Margaret to recover herself ; 
<' applies with two-fold power to your.own case. 
Your birth-right is in jeopardy — that, indeed, 
which you ought long since to hâve receiyed; 
whereas, the claims of Monsieur, though justly 
grounded, were only prospective. Will you hesitate 
to adopt his décisive policy-— aye, and with firmer 
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pùrpose ? If ail that Valois possesses, èither of his 
own, or in trust, be taken away, can your Majesty 
and your servants subsist on whining consolation, 
which he may probably in his remorse offer you ?" 

" I am firm to my own conviction !" cried Mar- 
garet with energy. 

" Then D'Usson is your own," replied the 
Baron. 

" Navarre would help us," continued he, " and 
my liège cannot be far oflF — ^yet it would huirt your 
réputation as a good catholic to allow heretics to 
supplant those of the true feith. My retainers are 
with Navarre, yet we had better trust to dur own 



resources." 



" We hâve not a Machiavel to outwit," said 
Margaret smiling. 

" I should hâve less scruple if we were opposed 
to one," rejoined De Nevailles : — " I confess my 
only regret springs from the necessity of ejecting 
De Cœuvres and his fair daughter, who live at 
D'Usson as a natural home." 

" Nay, Baron !" cried the Queen with empha- 
sis ; *^ do not fall into the weakness of our friend 
Guise — ^let us hâve no obstacle in the shape of 
courtesy — it would be out of season. Besides, 
De Cœuvres is getting old ; and, though out of a 
sensé of honour, he may not resign, yet to quit 
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the peaceable old man of a responsible and warlike 
post at a crisis of danger, would be felt by bimself, 
after a time, as a blessing. As for Gabrielle, sbe 
would be nearer Paris at her own Château de 
Cœuvres; she would not remain long hidl I 
could ensure her admirers by scores, serions or 
frivolous, as she might désire." 

" I am thoroughly convinced," said De Nevailles* 

^^ I feel also the hospitable treatment of the 
Marquis/' cried the Queen of NaVarre ; " but he 
has absolved the obligation by his foolish advances. 
He has had the foUy, as you may perhi^s hâve ncH 
ticed, of addressing me with more courtesy than 
becomes his rank or mine." 

" It will work to our own ends," replied the 
Baron ; " and your Majesty must bear the ridi- 
cule." 

" Envoy like !" exclaimed Margaret, " you look 
only to the resuit ! Not a word of pity for the in- 
convenience I suflFer." 

" You are a daughter of Catherine de Medids !" 
replied the Baron. 

^' Pomini too is as assiduous as the Marquis," 
said Margaret without replying to what was both 
compliment and reproof ; — " he may be of use to 
us!" 

" The seneschal, though vain, ignorant, and ser- 
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vik) is not the fool which his conduct would dé- 
clare hîm to be," rejoined De Nevaîlles, ** for he 
hfts his own purpose to serve evîdently. He can 
be made to déclare for us witb alittle management, 
though we most take care to sifl ont and flatter 
his own eherished ends — ^for the wretch îs selfisb/' 

" So you would deprive me of a humble slave, 
Baron,'* cried the Queen of Navarre; "his ser- 
i4lity, according to your explanation, is not admi- 
ration, but interested selfishness." 

*^ The very same," replîed the Baron ; " though 
I know not what his mouth is opening for. But 
at any rate we will drop into it a tempting bait." 

" Hâve you discovered the reason why my good 
consprt made pretence of blockading D'Usson?'' 
asked the Queen. 

"I cannot tell — it is beyond my conjecture," 
replied the Baron. " When I left him, to travel 
to Avignon, he had no such foolish idea. The site 
of his late encampment was pointed out to me by 
the Marquis — I wiU sliow it to your Majesty !" 

They walked to the parapet of the terrace ; and 
De Nevaîlles was pointing out the distant position 
which the King of Navarre had occupied, when 
their attention was arrested by observing Pomini 
loitering on the battlements below. 

As soon as the obsequious seneschal beheld the 
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consort of Navarre, he left the silent company of 
the sentinels for the mbre génial présence of Mar- 
garet ; and soon reached the terrace, approaching 
her with his usual bows and affeeted steps. 

" We hâve disturbed your contemplation. Mon- 
sieur Pomini," said the Queen of Navarre ; " your 
brow was as thoughtful as though you had been 
governor of the fortress. Care will soon cover 
your forehead with wrinkles — I thought you had 
been wiser." 

"Yet I do assure your Majesty," said the 
pleased functionary, ^^ that I am not in the same 
awful dilemma as our governor." 

" And whence originates his trouble ?" asked 
the Queen, " has he repented of pardoning your 
error ?" 

" Why," replied Pomini smiling, " I do not 
know how he should be troubled. It is his custom 
at this season of the year, to visit his lands in the 
south, to look after his hay-harvest. He goes 
there twice a-year — the second joumey to g;arner 
up his corn, or remove it to D'Usson, as may hap- 
pen to be most prudent ; but at présent he does 
not know whether to go or stay." 

" Does he fear Navarre ?" cried De Nevailles. 

" O ! no !" replied the seneschal ; " the King. 
of Navarre being in the province would not hinder 
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his journey. The cause of the dilemma is nearer 
home ; he does not like to leave his guests ?" 

"Then propose to hîm that you go instead," 
said the Baron» who was disposed to £Eithom still 
deeper the character and motives of both governor 
and seneschal, 

" Ma foi /" eried Pomini, in a natural tone, and 
laughing the while, " that would never suît Mon- 
seigneur: he would fret himself to death with 
the appréhension of being cheated of part of his 
harvest?" 

'^ Then persuade him to travel thither without 
delay," said Margaret, " and threaten, if he waver^ 
that yoù will start by yourself ; it will alarm his 
avarice : — does he put confidence in you ?" 

^^ More than in others, though less than honesty 
deserves," replied Pomini. 

^' It is a pity he should suffer through us," cried 
the Queen ; ^^ apd if he hâve such a dislike to 
being absent from D'Usson, let him take as many 
of his garrison as he can spare. Soldiers are 
mowers by profession, and would work as quick as 
magie." 

" That has been his custom," observed the se- 
neschal ; " but the Huguenots are in Auvergne." 

" They would not attack the résidence of 
their chief s consort," said Margaret ; " neither 
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woukl the gallant diief hbnself aniioj his fugitive 
wife, who bas been forced by tbe en«mes of ber 
bouse to fly bare for safiety. Hk nature îs too 
noble to bebare so unkmdly." 

<' Bravo !" tbou^t De Nevailles to bûnself, ^^Ae 
now equak ber motber/' 

^^lyUason/' oondnned tbe Toyal diplomatist, 
^< would laugb to scom tbe artillery of ail Fnmce. 
It is imprenable, save to tbe ingress of tbe binb 
of tbe air." 

^^ Yonr Majesty speaks most insely,** said Po- 
mini; ^^ I will persuade Monsdgneur, tbe govemor, 
to go to bis estate/' 

^' It would please me to observe your own skill 
and conduct in eommand of tbe fortress," observed 
tbe Queai of Navarre, with a most gradous look : — 
" I bave conceived greathopes of you." 

^* I sbonld bold my power during bis absence," 
said Pomini bowing, and biushing at tbe eompli* 
ment, '^ at your Majesty's wiQ to do as you pleased 
with me." 

^* We must take care," said De Nevailles to Uai* 
self, ^' that fate obliges yoa to bold this promise 
good — it sball soon be put to tbe test** 

"Your name is new to me," said Margaret 
speaking to the seneschal in ber most winning 
tones ; " but though unknown at court, your man- 
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ners, I am sure, would bave sway, were you once 
plaeed there.'' 

This was spoken carelessly, and without any 
préméditation, as the Queen had not, in truth, 
discovered tbe mainnspring of Pomini's moral 
being. But the light which flashed from his eyes, 
at thèse words, was not unnotic^d by the sagacious 
woman. She continued to ply him in the same 
strain, while De Nevailles, who had been watch- 
îng intently to catch a glimpse of the master- 
thought which guided the conduct of the seneschal, 
seconded the policy of the Prineess with a séries of 
questions and remarks, which eut across and laid 
bare the inner machinery of his mind, with its 
secret motives, its impulses, and aspirations. 

He was in the hands of skilful operators, who 
left him no chance but in a iree and candid confes- 
sion, to which point he was brought and cajoled 
by the flattering promises of the artfiil Queen. 
But the citadel of his fidelity, whether weak or 
strong, was wisely left for another coup cTétat et 
cParmes» 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 



Charmante Gabrielle, 
Percé de mille darts. 
Quand la gloire m'appelle 
A la suite de Mars, 
Cruelle départie! 

Malheureux jour I 
Que ne suis-je sans vie, 

Ou sans amour ! 
Partagez ma couronne, 
Le prix de ma valeur ; 
Je la tiens de Bellone, 
Tenez-la de mon cœur; 
Cruelle départie ! 

Malheureux jour ! 
Que ne suis-je sans vie, 

Ou sans amour ! 



Henri Quatre. 



The Marquis de Cœuvres^as indeed smitten 
with the charms of his royal guest ; the old cour- 
tier, who had figured at the Lourre in the reign 
of the first Francis — ^who had subsequently retired 
from a life of gaiety to dévote his time to the 
éducation of an only daughter — ^and who had since 
been called from retirement to take charge of a 
fortress of the highest importance as a retreat and 
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place oj[ refuge, had not aequired wisdom sufficient 
to guard him against a superannuated passion. Had 
he brougbt to mind ever so slightly the expéri- 
ence aequired during three reigns, that old men in 
love are only countenanced by tbe objects of their 
dévotion to make use of them eitber to their de- 
struction or loss of honour, he would bave sus- 
pected the faveurs of Margaret, who smiled upon 
bis airs of gallantry, and concealed ber contempt 
of bis folly. 

Until tbe arrivai of tbe Queen of Navarre, bis 
mind had been gradually becoming uneasy at tbe 
change in the conduct of Gabrielle, who, as be 
imagined, and it remains to be séen with what 
truth, was neglecting ber filial attentions to nou- 
rish a secret feeling to which be was a stranger. 

But wben tbe Queen of Hearts and Navarre 
became a denizen of tbe aerial D'Usson, tbe 
Marquis forgot bis daughter in watching tbe foot- 
steps of bis royal visiter. 

It had been, as Pomini explained to tbe guests, 
bis custom to visit bis estâtes twice every year, and 
on thèse occasions, tbe greater portion of tbe 
garrison accompanied him to gather in tbe bay or 
corn harvest, according to tbe season of the journey. 
But be was now in a dilemma. On one band was 
tbe captivating Navarrese Queen, with ber ready 
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«miles and unseen treadiery; cm the other, his 
hanrest, the acoounts of the steward of the estate, 
and not least, his invariable costom, — ^the latter an 
influence all-powerful with an old man. But there 
was stiil a wavering of resolution ; a fear of oiffend- 
ing the Queen — of leaving D'Usson under the care 
of an arrogant underling like Pomini, whom he 
doubted not, woold give himself the airs of royaky 
itself during his absence. The alternative of send- 
ing the seneschal to clear accounts with the steward 
was equally horrifying; Pomini was not dishoncst, 
he would hâve spumed such a paltry crime as a 
sure blot in his anticipated escutcheon, but of this 
feeUng the Marquis was ignorant, and saw only 
the meeting of two rogues, and its probable consé- 
quences. 

He was in this state of mind when the vain 
Chamberlain, instrueted by Margaret, endeavoured 
to conquer his irrésolution, by offering his own 
services in lieu. This tender, which was made 
more earnestly than characterized the usual deport- 
ment of t^e seneschal, roused the suspicions of the 
old man, and determined him that Pomini should 
stay at home. 

His choioe decided on, Jean La Roche with 
three-fourths of the slender garrison, were ordered 
to prépare themselves for marching by night-fidl. 
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as it was the intention of the goyernor to oonoeal 
his departixre firom D'Usson, lest intelligence might 
be oonveyed to the Huguenots, whom, it was re- 
ported, were still in the northern part of the 
province. 

^^ Pomini," said the Marquis, after he had re- 
iterated his instructions to the seneschal ; ^^ let me 
Bot have to i«proaeh you on my retum for your 
neglect of my authorîty. Do not £Emcy yourself 
govemor hère, and dance her Majesty over the 
castle as though you were a grand Seigneur. I 
have told the Queen of Navarre, in the hearing of 
her jesting secretary, who I see is much amused 
with your absurdities, to consider herself as mistress 
of D'Usson, and to treat you according to your 
proper station." 

Pomini, who longed to see his master, as the 
neighbouring valleys were called, sotut D'Usson, 
promised compliance. 

^^ Now, Jean La Roche," cried the Marquis, 
mounting an idle and welUfed steed, after waving 
bis haxid to Gabrielle and the visitors, who stood on 
the baloony over the door of the inner court ; ^^ you 
are ever grumbling at your confinement. Let 
your cemrades have a spécimen of your énergies. 
Our road is free firom the enemy, but I know not 
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but that they may bave left spies abroad ; to-mor- 
row's sun must see us safe beyond pursoit !" 

^^Ah!" said La Rocbe, whispering to. Robert 
the recruit ; ^^ that is not the way Marshal De 
Biron used to talk to us — ^but it matters not how a 
commander speaks to soldiers going to make hay 
for an avaricious old man !" 

The Marquis and his troops were certainly 
favoured by the night, whieh was as gloomy as they 
could hâve wished ; and they lefit the castle to the 
eare of the exulting Pomini, who joyfuUy shut the 
gâtes upon the old govemor and his suspicions. 

Margaret was too much agitated to retire to rest; 
her mind was busy with its long prepared scheme ; 
the moment seemed at hand for its execation, and 
she summoned De Nevailles to her council. 

^^ Baron !" exclaimed she, on his approach ; 
" we hâve ridden ourselves of De Cœuvres ! Shall 
we not open our views to Pomini? He is half 
prepared, by his own hopes and our promises, to 
join us^ — a. word more, and he is our own !" 

" But how shall we behave to the lady Gabrielle ; 
— how broach our intention to her?'* asked De 
Nevailles. 

Margaret had never suspected the attentions of 
the Baron to the fair daughter of the governor, or 
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diis sympathy at an untimely hour would hâve 
called forth ail ber anger. 

" What ! you do not. like to face her in my 
cause," cried the Queen of Navarre, laughing; 
<< but remember, my &te is linked witb the fate of 
Emilie — her fortunes are my fortunes — ^her destiny 
is my destiny. At the Louvre you professed your- 
self désirons of passing through fiery ordeals in her 
service ; — your friendship bas been accepted, Mon- 
seigneur ! — ^you are, indeed, our friend. When 
Pomini, witb the assistance of our. servants, shall 
place the keys of this fortress in my bands, will 
you not oblige me, by telling Mademoiselle, 
that for the future, the Marquis De Cœuvres, 
may be hay<-making ail bis life." 

^^ I will summon Pomini instantly !" said the 
Baron, leaving the saloon for that purpose. ^^ What 
rare créatures women are to make us ashamed of 
our weaknesses," muttered De Nevailles, as be 
passed along the corridor : — " No flinching — no 
delay — ^no absurd kindness or courtesy to which we 
fools are subject ! I hope the gentle Emilie will 
prove of this spirit, or the chances will be against 
me witb a meek partner. I am glad her anger is 
so lasting ; if she would only knock down a page 
in her fury à la Montpensier, my good fortune 
would be placed beyond a doubt." 
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The seneschal was not more surprised Ûmn 
pleased at the request of the Baron to accompany 
Um to a secret interview with the Queen of 
Navarre. In the interval, Margaret had pre- 
pared herself for her spiridng. When her ex- 
pected guestB entered the saloon, she was observed 
looking earnestiy through the window at the dark'* 
ened night De Nevailles approached her with 
the calmness of one aecustomed to intereourse mût 
royalty; Pomini could not keep pace with him, 
nor, indeed, could any one, in his place» who 
bowed at every second step. 

^^ Pomini !" exclaimed the Queen, tuming round, 
and exhibiting a fierceness of expression, and speak- 
ing in a more determined tone, than the seneschal 
had ever witnessed in a lady of nmk. 

The incipient L'Isle Du Marais stopped short. 

^^ Are you not discontented with your présent 
rank in this castle ?'' continued Margaret. 

« Very much so," replied the surprised Pomini; 
^^ I may tell your Majesty that I am in a wrong 
position in the world— I am in an intermediate 
condition — worse than slavery." 

" I am aware of it," rejoîned the Queen, ** you 
are nothing, when you deserve to be something. 
Do you dare climb to a nobler élévation." 

^^ I would rub the skin oiF my limbs to do so," 
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answered the wondering seneschal, who waft, how- 
lever, determined to chime in dosely with her 
Majesty's questions. 

<^ To what extent does your conscience fttretch 
— in plaiu words, how far would you go to attaîn 
your object. Speak boldly, and qnickly too — for 
I am barning with impatience." 

^< I would) in the first place, be a credited gen- 
tleman of letters-patent," replied Pomini, without 
taking the least time for pausing ; — '< and I would 
go as far as my escutcheon would cover my 
actions." 

" Well said !" cried the Queen : — " how are you 
affected towards thé Marquis ?" 

^^ If I were to become a gentleman, I should feel 
myself forced to call him to account for his abuse 
of me, though, in my subordinate capacity, I am 
willing to confess he takes no more than a passing 
heed of my misdoings, and is fond of my society," 
replied the seneschal, wondering what more was in 
store for him. 

" Do you ezpect your letters-patent through the 
influence of the govemor ?" asked Margaret. 

" I did a season ago," answered Pomini ; " but 
if your Majesty will excuse my boidness, and a 
reflectîon unpleasant to your ears, I should say 
that the King of France will very soon be in no 
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condltioa to grànt them ; and tken my long ex* 
peetant hopes will be left to the mercy of his great 
enemy. I hâve heard your royal brother will be 
deposed." 

^> He will not su£fer that dégradation/' said the 
Queen of Navarre, speciously ; " he will resign the 
throne to save disgrâce." 

This déclaration at once crushed the hopes of the 
seneschal. 

^^ Emilie should be hère to receive a lesson from 
her protectress," thought De Nevailles, looking 
upon thedowncast Pomini. 

" If one bridge were to break," said Margaret, 
"would you throw yourself in despair into the 
stream, or look above and below for another pas- 
sage." 

" I wish to be a gentleman of letters-patent," 
replied Pomini : — " I would prefer being uîmen 
gentilhomme^ but that I know to be impossible." 

" You seem to understand me," said Margai^et. 

" Your Majesty would be more intelligible if 
you could point ont the bridge by which 1 am to 
pass the stream of ignoble life," retorted the 
emboldened seneschal. 

" I will !" replied the Queen of Navarre ; — 
^' the King, my husband, whose forces are in this 
province, and whose councillor this gentleman is. 



THE DAYS OF THE LEAGUE. 65 

shall erect a territory for you in any province of 
his dominions ; yon could not sit more honourably 
than among the ancient noblesse of Navarre and 
Beam. Say ! Monseigneur !" continued Mar- 
gaxet, addressing die Baron ; is not my proposai 
practieable ?" 

^^You see belbre you, Monsieur Pomini, the 
Barou De Nevailles," said the Baron, to the 
astonished seneschal ; ^'all France crédits my in^ 
fluence with the King of Navarre, and I promise 
you, that you shall hâve your letters-patent" 

^^ But my lands are in Languedoc," exclaimed 
Pomini, ^<a branch of the Rhône endrcles my 
cora-fields — and the old seignorage was L'Isle Du 
Marais. I would be catled by that name." 

The Baron turned, apparently to adjust the 
belt of his sword, but in reality, to conceal a smlie 
which he found it impossible to repress. 

^' You shall hâve any name you please in 
Navarre, and if my power reaches as far, in 
Fïance," said Margaret, — " but now for the ser- 
vice — ^for you must be aware that ail honours are 
held by such a tenure." 

Pomini bowed ; and resolved to trust to fortune 
for the Languedoc création. 

In a few words, the Queen narrated the quarrel 
with her ftmily and the deprivation which she had 
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soffered from the non^payment of her fether's legacy ; 
her détermination to rescue whatever was available 
oitt of die wreck of the fortunes of the Valois 
dynasty; and that her choice had fallen on the 
Château D'Usson, which once in her possession, 
could never be retaken. 

Let me be Châtelaine D^Usson/' exclaimed 
the Queen, in an impassioned tone; ^^and you 
shall be ail that Navarre can make you, and the 
goremor of the fortress." 

Despairing as Pomini did of the re-establish- 
ment of Valois, and fascinated also with the offers 
of the Prineess, who gave him no dme for reflec- 
tion, he dosed with the teims proposed. 

« Is the lady Gabrielle to réside hère ?" asked 
the seneschal, duting the discussion of the steps 
necessary to be taken* 

" Mademoiselle D'Estrées bas maïiy friends, I 
perceive," said the Queen, darting a sly look at 
the Baron. « She may live at D'Usson if she so 
désire it ; but I can scarcely believe she would 
wish to dwell elsewhere tban with the Marquis." 

The nîght was chiefly spent in preparing for the 
morroVs coujhde-main. While Margaret was left 
to gather what rest she might, in the few eventful 
hours which intervened befbre the moment seleeted 
for striking the blow, De Nevailles, Pomini, and 
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Antoine, to whoin the plot was communicated, and 
who entered into it with ail the zeal of a Gascon, 
repaired to the annoury, and having selected arms 
and armoor sufficiënt to equip the servants of her 
Majesty and of the Baron, which was ail the forcé 
the confederates could bring into the field against 
the renmant of the garrison, âiey proeeeded to 
visit the battlements, to examine every point 
available for résistance or offence. 

This survey completed, there reinained only to 
arm their adhérents, and wait patiently till the 
early parade, the hour chosen for the coup éCatsai* 

^^ You will. gain more in one day, Monsieur 
Pomini," said the Baron, ^^ than you hâve done in 
ail your life beside." 

" And yet," replied the seneschal, " I shall hâve 
to wait with uncertainty for what I hâve toiled for 
from my youth," 

This reply was dictated by a lurking remon» 
strance of conscience which would not be altogether 
quieted; but with such a man as Pomini, the 
" stîU small voice within," was obliged to be cir- 
cumspect ; it durst not attacl^ its master openly on 
the score of infidelity to the govemor ; — ^that was 
an i^dmitted crime, and one oontemned aiso by the 
ambitions seneschal, who would allow of nothing to 
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Stand in the way of his long cherighed hopes ; bat 
the monitor, resolute not to give up the contest 
without a stmggle for the honour of human nature, 
learned a lesson of art, and whispered its owner, 
that he was sacrificing his character and réputation 
fruitlessly — ^that ail woidd be lost, without the ré- 
compense for which he had surrendered up his 
honour, being gained. This was a most reasonable 
twinge; one to which no man could object; and 
gave birth to the dissatisfied speech in reply to the 
triumphing assertion of the Baron. 

But Pomini was too &r gone to recède; he 
neglected the monitor by feasting in imagination 
on the âattering prospects held out to his ambition; 
though his features still retained a moody expres- 
sion, which gave great alarm to De Nevidlles. 

By break of day the servants of the visitors were 
perfectly instructed in the venturous part they had 
to perfbrm ; nothing remained but to wait patiently 
till the signal was uttered for their active co-opera- 
tion with the chiefs of the plot. 

Margaret was seated in her chamber when the 
beat of the drum summoned the little garrison to 
the inner court of the fortress. Gabrielle had not 
shown herself to her visitors since the previous even- 
ing; Emilie was revenging herself on the Baron 
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by avoiding his présence; and the Queen sat 
alone, her trembling frame and anxious oounte- 
nance unobserved of any one. 

It was the crisis of ber fortune, and she sat 
listening to catch the expected sounds of contest or 
triomph ; her friends were so few, scarcely six or 
seven able hands against three times their number, 
that she ahnost dreaded to hear of the resuit; 
though ever and anon, as her spirit rose high, she 
îeh an inclination to rush to the scène of action, 
and cheer on her friends to victory. 

She listened in vain. No sound broke upon her 
ear; neither x>f tumult, of fire-arms, nor the cries 
of combatants ; ail was as still as on ordinary oc- 
casions. After a while the very repose became 
alarming ; she imagined that her friends had des- 
paired of success, and given up the attempt. 

This idea was worse than the contemplation of 
defeat ; she could bear it no longer, and rushed to 
the door to quiet or confirm her distracting fears. 
But the appearance of Lisette, with looks indicative 
of alarm, checked her intention, and she stayed to 
question the girL 

" What bas frightened you?" said the Queen in 
a.faurried voice. 

" Antoine !*' replied the waiting-maid of Emilie, 
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after a pause, in which it seemed doubtful, wheljier 
she was not înventing a reply. 

" Antoine !" exclaimed Margaret, — " but you 
need not hâve feared him — he is one of our 
friends," 

^' That is just wliat he said," rejoined the girl ; 
^^ but he put his arm round my waist, and said my 
foot ivas the prettiest in D'Usson — and so I ran 
away." 

Margaret turned away in a rage, at being thus 
baffled in the object of her inquiry; but a mo- 
ment's considération brought her again to the ex* 
amination of Lisette, who stood in doubt, whether 
to address her Majesty. 

" What still in terror," cried the Queen, "be- 
cause you were told of the beauty of your feet ! 
Has the garrison mustered this morning?*' 

** Mon Dieu /" exclaimed Lisette, dropping on 
her knees ; — " Pray forgive me ! Antoine put ail 
that out of my head !" 

" Put what out of your head !" said the Queen, 
almost frenzied. 

" What I saw — ^and what Monseigneur desired 
me to tell your Majesty," replied Lisette, fright- 
ened at the Queen's anger : — <^ He has taken 
every thing prisoner, and is afraid to leave them 
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till he — till he knows whether the old soldiers will 
be quiet" 

*^ Rise !" exclaimed the agitated Prinoess ; ^^ let 
me hear what you know of this !" 

Lisette, who had been thriee frightened ; first, 
with the hostilities between the Queen's party and 
the garrison; seeondly, with Antoine, who over- 
took her in her way to the Queen's chamber ; and, 
lastly, with the appréhension of her Majesty's 
anger, for not thinking of her message in place of 
other matters, was not in a condition to relate a 
succinct narrative of the adventure ; but Margaret 
was enabled, by a séries of questions and replies, 
which we need not détail, to glean the following 
particulars: — 

It was the daily amusement of the female 
domestics of the fortress to be présent at the 
review of the garrison, to enjoy a laugh among 
themselves at the old soldiers. Lisette, who 
happened to be one of this merry company, 
observed the troops march into the court-yard, 
wbere Pomini was waiting to inspect them. After 
the usual évolutions had been gone through, the 
seneschal ordered the men to pile their arque- 
buses — this manœuvre performed, they were 
marched to the opposite side of the court. Pomini 
then addressed the garrison, and in the course of 
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tlie harangue, infonned his brave troops, that since 
the departure of the governor, the Queen of Na- 
varre had thought it necessary to increase their 
ranks, and ' had in conséquence anned her own 
servants. 

" You shall see;" said Pomini, " what a gallant 
band they are !" 

Hereupon he ordered the drummer to beat his 
tambour ; it was the signal for the entry of Antoine 
and iive confederates, armed with arquebuses and 
lighted matches, which are, as our readers may 
know, coils of cord saturated with a mixture of 
spirits of wine, and other inflammatory agents, 
and through which process, the cord burns with 
a slow fire, and may be carried, even in a cap 
on the head, without danger of the fire being 
extinguished ère the coil is ail consumed. The 
little battalion took a station opposite the garrison, 
standing between it and the piled arms. The 
Baron De Nevailles entered the area alone, as 
his sensé of the ridiculous would not hâve per- 
mitted his marching at the head of the arque- 
busiers with ail the gravity essential to a com- 
mandant placed in such critical circumstances. 
He took his place by the side of Pomini. 

The seneschal then informed the wonder-struck 
troops, that the second and new battalion, were 
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desiroué of placing the affaira of D'Usson on a 
surer footing; that they were oonvinced that 
hannony would never prevail in a fortress where 
the pointer, in&tead of being Consolidated in one 
authority, was sliared between chiefs of, perhaps, 
very opposite opinions on matters of policy. A 
reform was in conséquence much wanted. The 
second battaKon, anxious that peace and subordi- 
nation should prevail wlthin the rocky limits of 
D'Usson, and ^hat they should be on good terms 
with their vétéran brethren, had resolved on pro- 
claiming the Queen of Navarre châtelaine of 
D'Usson, sole commandant of the fortress and 
garrison ; and they invited their comrades to join 
them in the proclamation. 

This harangue, which was delivered by Pomini, 
in a tone partaking now of fear and now of bold- 
nessj was listened to by the garrison with astonish- 
ment and alarm. They appeared panic-struck, 
and looked at each other, and then at the arque- 
busiers in dismay, till an old vétéran suddenly 
waved his arm, and uttered a shout of Vive De 
CiBuvres ! Vive le gouverneur. 

The seneschal turned pale : the fear of the 
govemor's vengeance entered his soûl, and he 
looked at De Nevailles for advice; the Baron 
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whispered a few words, and placing his hand on 
Pomini's shoulder, gently puslied him forward. 

<^ I had forgot to say, Soldiers !" continued the 
would-be lord of Ulsle Du Marais, in an abrupt 
tone, the conséquence of his fear, but which 
sounded like dedsiveness, ^< that the battalion of 
her Majesty hâve corne to the resolution of shoot- 
ing every one who utters séditions cries within the 
precincts of D'Usson. The vétéran battalion will, 
I am sure, agrée with their brethren in the neces* 
sity of this ordinance; and that the sentence 
should be put in exécution within five minutes 
from the commission of the offence." 

The poor remuant of the goremor's troops were 
quite at a loss what to do ; they found themselves 
deserted by their officer, upon whom they had 
placed reliance, and thrown defenceless into the 
breach of danger unarmed. The cry of the old 
soldier now fell powerless on the ears of men 
taken by surprise, without arms, and threatened 
with destruction from the fire of their op- 
ponents. 

De Nevailles peroeiving their irrésolution and 
wavering, and being anxious that the coup d^etat 
should terminate amicably — as an onset might 
liave given men driven to desperation, a chance 
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of victory after the first charge, which would hâve 
left him stiU twice his own number to contend 
with had every shot taken e£fect — ^stepped forward, 
and in a calm voice explained the cause of the 
Queen of Navarre's assumption of the command 
of the fortress ; and that she would continue to 
hold it till her brother had satisfied her just de- 
mands, or ceded its possession as an équivalent, 
which latter alternative, he had no doubt would 
be preferred, as money was scarce in the royal 
treasury. 

Thèse, and other persuasive reasons formed the 
thème of his address, which had for its object, not 
only the possession of the fortress, but to gain 
the good opinion of the vétérans, by showing them 
that Margaret had not commenced a violent pro-* 
ceeding without just ground for what she had 
done aod attempted. On the other hand, he ex- 
plained to them that if they refused to obey the 
authority of the Queen for the space of one 
year, tiU the quarrel with her brother was settled 
— or to march out of D'Usson instantly without 
arms, which would be surrendered to them in the 
valley, as the Queen did not wish to expose brave 
soldiers to the disasters which might accrue to men 
in a defenceless state, and in times of great trouble, 
he and his servants, with the aid of the seneschal, 
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would not quit the court-yard till one party 
or the other was completely hort de combat 

This speech produced the desired effect, and a 

négociation immediately took place ; which, while 

pending, De Nevailles espying Lisette, to^ her 

aside, and sent her to the Queen of Navarre» 

desiring her royal présence at the baloony; at 

the same time he dispatched Antoine to lodL 

after Roquelaure, that his révérence should appear 

with the Queen, and do away with any impremcm 

which might exist of Huguenot heresy being 

mixed up in the change of masters at D'Usson, and 

this stroke of policy — rather eccentric and iandiful 

as were many of the Baron's actions — he judged 

the more necessary, for thoùgh Margaret was 

esteemed a sincère Catholic, and moreover a good 

friend to the Church, his own name was a firé- 

brand among tlie zealous partisans of the olden sect, 

and might bring the Queen's ulterior motives into 

suspicion, not only with the troops of De Cœuvres, 

but even with Pomini and the household. 

After a little delay, the Queen of Navarre, ac* 
companied by the colossal cordelier, appeared at 
the balcony to receive the homage of the united 
garrison. Her own partisans were enthusiastic in 
their cries ; but the vétérans took off their caps, 
^nd saluted their future mistress, without, how- 
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evèr, any verbal démonstrations of respect. Màr- 
garet, who had been in the mean time joined by 
De NevaiUes, addressed her new adhérents, thank- 
ing them for their allegianee, and saying that she 
aeeepted of their services till the négociation with 
her brother had terminated. 

A large supply of the best provisions the fortress 
eould afford, together with a bag of crowns, dis- 
tribated among the garrison, completed la journée 
dfUssen^ in a manner satisfactory to most con- 
eemed. 

So qnietly had the transfer been effected, that 
Mademoiselle D'Estrées was ignorant that she was 
a prisoner in «her own pleasant home of many a 
year, When Margaret and her friends left the 
balçony, De Nevailles, after congratulaling her 
Majesty on her splendid acquisition, said : — 

<^ We must, as soon as possible, procure recruits 
to leaven the morality of the vétérans, which is 
very defective ; I think it very probable that the 
présence of the Lady Gabrielle might stir them 
into rebelHon. D*Usson is not our own till the 
vétérans are outnumbered." 

"By St Francis!" said the monk, who had 
not been made privy to the exploit till sum- 
moned to attend Margaret on the balcony; — 
/* what will your royal mother say to this T\ 
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" Her voîce will hâve lost îts strength ère îts 
echoes gain the summit of D'Usson," replied the 
Queen of Navarre ; ^^ but there is an immédiate 
task for either you or the Baron to perform. 
Mademoiselle D'Estrées must meet the diffieulties 
of her changed condition. Who will be the 
herald?' 

" The Baron De Nevailles,'* cried Roquelaure, 
who did not relish being an imweleome messenger, 
** had better convey the bitter news to her in the 
words of a minstrel^oet — ^such as I hâve heard 
them reciting to each other : the sweet language 
of a troubadour will soften the ill flavour of the 
intelligence." 

" Hère is profanity !" cried the Baron, who was 
vexed with the monk's speech, for more reasons 
than one : — " Are not the consolations of piety and 
religion meetest for one in captivity ? Would you 
mock the imprisoned bird with the notes of a gay 
carol? In what holy sanctuary hâve you been 
trained, Father, that you dare avow your préfér- 
ence for profane canticles ? Aye ! and to offer 
them to a sick heart — ^the while forgetting your 
holy office !" 

** Heard them reciting to each other !" said 
Margaret to herself ; *< and De Nevaîlles betrays 
ill temper ! I must question Emilie — ^it was then, 



THE DAYS OF THE LEAGUE. 79 

in truth, a quarrel I witnessed. Father !" con- 
tinued she, no longer leaving the office to their 
oboice» ^^ explain to Mademoiselle D'Estrées the 
position in which she now stands in D'Usson !" 

" I do not know myself rightly," replied the 
oordelier. 

" Then say any thing you like," rejoined the 
loyal châtelaine of D'Usson. 
. There was no appeal from the décision implied 
in 'Uns remark; so the monk, without more ado, 
commenced his pilgrimage to the shrine of our 
Lady of D'Usson. Gabrielle had not been of late 
an early riser ; not through idleness, as those could 
aver whose office it was to supply the fiiel of her 
lustres. Midnight oil was consumed nndoubtedly ; 
and as the Lady had acquired the réputation of 
learning, her servants shook their heads, and said, 
that the fair châtelaine would kill herself with 
study ; that she was alxeady looking very ill. 

When» Roquelaure sought admittance to her 
yeception-room— one of a suite which overlooked 
the Valley of St Germain — ^the lady had just pur- 
posed visiting her guests, unconscious that they 
were now her gaolers. 

^^ You hâve come to reproach my want of 
courtesy, father !*' said Gabrielle : — " I hâve woe- 
fuUy forgotten the duties of hospitality, to leave 
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them to the mercy of the household — but I pro- 
mise better conduct for the future." 

<^ I wish she had rated me instead of this 
civility," said Roquelaure to liimself ; ^^ I should 
hâve been better inclined to my ungracious task." 

" You do not speak, Father Roquelaure," con- 
tinued D'Estrées:— " Is her Majesty ill?" 

<< What shall I say ?" continued the monk in 
his unheard soliloquy ; " out with the truth at 
once, or give note of préparation ? — Poor lady !" 

He decided on the latter mode, saying in a 
sorrowful tone — ^which at first drew a smile from 
Gabrielle, who could not help being struck with 
the incongruity of a lugubrious sentiment from 
such a tall, well-fed, and joyous-looking column 
of humanity — " Daughter ! the rich and the poor 
are both alike subject to misfortunes ! No destiny, 
however noble îuid ancient, is above their reach — 
even the princely Valois is a fugitive from his 
home !" 

" It is as I feared," cried D'Estrées, in alarm ; 
<^ the Queen has been taken ill. You shake your 
head ; — I hope she is not very ill." 

" Not worse than either of us," replied Roque- 
laure ; " my coming concerns yourself, daughter !" 

^^Âh! then the Marquis has been taken pri- 
soner — or perhaps he has met with a cruel fate — 
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you are unkind to mock me with this suspense. 
I will know — and you shall see that I can bear 
my loss, Speak on, father !" 

And GabrieUe, who was indignant at the circum- 
locution of the monk, triumphed over her fears, 
and eyed the cordelier with such firmness, that 
he took courage, and related the events of the 
moming. 

D'Estrées heard the narrative in silence, and 
when the monk ceased speaking, he watched her 
countenance till he beheld a gleam of light flash 
across her features. 

" Ah ! by my injured Êither !" exclaimed Ga- 
brielle, "we shall be avenged! The train was 
prepared by a just decree in anticipation — no 
longer do I feel remorse !" 

^^ Revenge, daughter, is a most unchristian 
feeling," murmured the cordelier. 

" It is, father," replied Gabrielle, in a subdued 
tone ; " and were you my confessor, it would fall 
to your oiBce to impose a heavy penance on me ; 
but I imagine the confessor of the Queen of Na- 
varre will be saved such an unwelcome duty 
towards his royal pénitent. I am, indeed, a poor 
mortal, and cannot feel either hatred or revenge 
without becoming criminal in the eyes of your 
révérence; but her Majesty — as you hâve just 
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narrated to me — can hâte her family, eheat them 
of their possessions, violate the laws of hospitality, 
and conduct herself, on the &ee of God's earth, as 
though ail were her own, and morality an emana* 
tion of her own will, to be put aside at pleasure. — 
Yes ! she can do ail this, and receive the commen- 
dation of her confessor ! Truly do they call her 
a divinity at Paris, since she is not subject to the 
penalties which fall on the heads of mortal women. 
— Nay, father — not one word of remonstrance ! 
Only tell me this — am I to quit D'Usson before 
the Marquis can know of my departure ?" 

"You do the Queen of Navarre and myself 
much wrong," exclaimed the confessor, writhing 
beneath the lash of the fair D'Estrées: ^^ I knew 
not of her intent till success had crowned the at- 
tempt; and her Majesty wishes only to place her- 
self in a position where she can command justice. 
She has been a suitor — yes, a beggar — ^for that 
boon, too long." 

" Then were I Queen of Navarre, or her secre- 
tary and councillor — he whom you now call Baron 
de Nevailles," cried Gabrielle with animation, — 
<< I would not so hâve committed my good fiedth ! 
Would it not hâve been worthier of a Valois, or 
even of a De Nevailles, whose name I hâve read 
of in old chronicles, to hâve summoned friends 



THE OAYS OF THE LEA6UE. 83 

and adhérents, beleaguered a castle in the open 
day^ before God and man, and carried it by force 
of arms, in every way worthy of their ancestry ! 
Are they not ashamed to show their faces ? Will 
they dare meet my &ther — talk to him, the Pcuron» 
with his visor up — or will he only survey bis kind 
host through bars of steel? Why you, fether, 
seem ashamed of your part'' 

'^Daughter !" cried the humbled cordelier, "the 
church and state are both obliged to act at seasons 
through expediency rather than doctrine. The 
ways of truth are straight, but obstacles are ofiten 
thrown in its paths by the malicious, forcing the 
weU-disposed into a crooked course. Look at the 
forked lightoing launched from Heaven's haad! 
Js the hand crooked ? Is it not rather the résist- 
ance — ^the evil in its path which it has to over- 
corne — ^which forces it into an angular Une? Look 
at the gentle spray, which grows under the care of 
the fair châtelaine in the garden of D'Usson — so 
near to Heaven ! Hold it forth in your hand — 
look at the ends — how parallel ! But the length 
between — how angular ! a succession of crooked 
Unes, like the forked play of the Ughtning I Hère 
is but a type of human nature. You see the 
original design — the fair straight course of nature 
thwarted by evil, unseen but in its effects— you 

E 6 
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witness the resuit of the struggle — a perpétuai 
effort towards a straight career, and a continuai 
involuntary divergence, prpducing the crooked 
spray ! Such is poor human nature : and such it 
will be, till He, whom I serve, and who permits 
its sway, as a touchstone for the strength and 
beauty of his own création, shall, when this dis- 
pensation is accomplished, will it from off the 
earth. But till then, the struggle between good 
and evil will continue, and the human victim gasp 
out its respective colours, uriceasingly conflict- 
ing, as the dying dolphin makes the waves reflect 
in turn every colour of the rainbow." 

" O confesser ! worthy of the Queen of Na- 
varre!" exclaimed Gabrielle. " Then evil is 
beautiful." 

^^ Nay, daughter," replied the monk quickly ; 
'^but in this our mortal state it calls forth the 
hidden virtue of humanity. Had nothing but 
goodness and philanthropy reigned on the face of 
the earth, where could hâve been displayed the 
holy offices of charity ? Where the divine offices, 
which the lowly and good of heart of your sex 
displayed toward their Redeemer? Where his 
bright example — a lamp to the end of the world — 
and a glory for ever, but for the persécution of his 
cruel enemies? Had mankind never been afflicted, 
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they would never hâve known their strength — had 
they never witnessed and never done wrong, their 
dévotion would hâve lacked the depth of feeling 
which springs from a heart whieh has escaped per^ 
dition !" 

^^ Ând you, Êither, looked like a guilty créature, 
when you came hère on your errand," said Gabri- 
ellcy whose anger had subsided beneath admiration 
of the enthusiasm which she had kindled in the 
monk. 

^^ I hâve ever been a child seeking repentance, 
and help to escape from a world to which I am 
chained !" replied the admirer of fattened capons, 
and apologist of expediency. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 



The plot is laid : if ail tbingt iall out right, 
1 ihall as famous be by this exploit 
As Scythian Thomyris by Cyrus' death. 

Henry VI. 



To the spectator from the valley, D'Usson with 
its grey towers reflecting the sun's beams, and its 
lofty basement rock, the centre of a panorama o{ 
romantic beauty, seemed the sure abode of happi- 
ness ; but far from happy was the condition of the 
inmates. Gabrielle would not quit her chamber, 
lest it might be construed into a récognition of the 
Queen's authority; she was resolute in holding 
herself as a captive, scorning, as she did, to be 
the guest of the arch-traitress of Navarre. 

The victors did not feel themselves secure in 
their new possession till the temper of the garrison 
had been put to the proof i^inst the old go~ 
vernor, whose retum was daily expected; nor was 
it prudent for either De Nevailles or Pomini to 
leave the fortress in order to levy reinforcements, 
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as the number of the Qaeen's party was so small, 
that each of her firiends might fairly account him<- 
self essential to her safety. 

In this State of uncertainty and alann, aflhirs 
remained at D'Usson till the trumpet of the Mar« 
quis announeed his arrivai in the valley ; never was 
heard a more fearful sound, though pealing in the 
ears of veteranS) and also, of one who had done 
good service in the army of his sovereîgn. 

Half-way down the descent was a ruined tower 
which had in the feudal era served as a defence to 
the winding path> and without the capture of 
which, the gâtes of the castle were inapproachable 
to foes. It had been dismantled since the érection 
of the batteries which flanked the gate-tower^ as a 
useless position. The thought flashed across the 
mind of the Baron, that from this post three or 
four determined arquebusiers might keep at bay 
the whole force of the Marquis ; and what was of 
more importance, prevent him having the least 
communication with his former garrison. But on 
the other hand he dreaded a counter-revolution ; 
to the practised eyes of the vétérans, his absence 
would hâve presented a favourable opportunity of 
shutting him out, and so making their peace with 
De Cœuvres. The possibility of such an error 
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was not to be endtired, and he made up his mind 
to 8tày within the walls, and allow the unsuspiâous 
old noble to approach. 

De Cœuvres was in excellent temper ; the ae- 
counts of the steward and the produce of his lands 
were both very gratifying; his soldiers had proved 
themselves willing assistants — and the double 
joumey had been performed without encountering 
the troops of either of the adverse factions. The 
old Marquis longed to renew his homage to the 
fair Navarrese Queen, and again to sun himself 
in her smiles — ^an agreeable contrast to the scorch- 
ing rays of Phœbus ; but this pleasure was denied 
him. 

^^ La Roche/' exclaimed he, <^ addressing the 
vétéran, as the little band was toiling up the 
ascent ; ^' the seneschal is too proud to corne forth 
to greet us; and methinks, the Queen of Navarre 
might hâve shown herself on the terrace — it would 
hâve made our welcome doubly pleasant." 

La Roche did not reply; but when after round- 
ing a mass of rock, they came within view of the 
gâtes, and saw the portcullis lowered as though the 
fortress were in a state of siège, the old arque- 
busier uttered one long, deep — Sacre ! 

" By St Michael ! how is this ?* exclaimed De 
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Cœuvres ; ^^ that villain seneschal has been playing 
us some trick on purpose to amuse her Majesty. 
He shall quit D'Usson ère sunset." 

The Marquis ordered his trumpeter to sound a 
parley ; the rocks and valleys echoed the warlike 
notes, whîeh, howerer, brought no friendly greet- 
ing from the castle; a sentinel threw from the 
gatertower a packet, whieh Robert rushed forward 
to pick up. It was a déclaration of the Queen of 
Navarre, setting forth her unsatisfied claims, and 
her détermination to hold D'Usson till her de- 
mands were complied with, either by the King of 
France or her royal Mother ; it conduded with a 
fegret for the show of hostilities displayed towards 
the Marquis, but that whatever might be the good 
fedlings entertained towards him as a French gen- 
tleman, y et as an offîcer of his Majesty, he coùld 
not, on any considération, be permitted to enter 
the fortress. 

*> Do I dream ?" exclaimed De Cœuvres, when 
h^ had finished the perusal of the document; ^^ No I 
No ! It is a conceit of the Queen's secretary, in 
conjunction with that villain Pomini, to hâve a 
laugh ugainst me !" 

The Marquis, however, upon looking a second 
time at thç déclaration, which was worded with ail 
the accuraoy of diplomatie care, shook his head. 
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Hq feared he had been outwitted, but resolved to 
make another trial. A second parley waa soimded ; 
and Pomini made his appearance behind the port- 
^ulUâ, much afraid of his master's arquebusier^ 
whom, in his just rage, he might order to fiire upon 
the unfortunate seneschal. As soon.as Dé C<»uvres 
perceived his treacherous subaltern sheltered be- 
hind the iroh-bars, like a prisoner in a cage, his 
imind again reeurred to the idea of a meditated 
frolic. 

Commanding the astonished soldiers to hait, he 
rode up to the gâtes; Pomini, though on the safe 
side, recoiled half a step in fear at his approach. 

" When your game is over. Monsieur Jongleur," 
cried the Marquis, suppressing his rage^ ^^you 
will, I hope, allow our tired bodies a place of re- 
pose. This is the cleyerest pièce of pastime you 
hâve achieved since I took you into D'Usson* 
Hâve you no fear that we should catch up your 
wild spirit, and throw in a score of baUs to show 
our sympathy?" 

The calmness with which De Cœuvres uttered 
this speech was the resuit of a strong effort to 
conceal his vexation ; but he was in that dubious 
State of mind, in which a man finds it so difficult 
to act with the right feeling, not.knowing whether 
he be made the subject of a joke or a pièce of 
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treachery, and unwilUng that he should commit 
himself in the event of either alternative. 

<< As to fear, Monseigneur !'' replied Pomini, 
watching the eyes of the Marquis, which were 
eamestly scanning the înterior of the court, ta 
ascertain who might be within hearing, *^that 
ought to be mutual. The old culyerins on the 
batteries are loaded with shot — and we might hâve 
tumbled Monseigneur into the valley ère he could 
speak to us/' 

'^ Loaded with shot ! — Shot for a sainte !" ex- 
claimed the Marquis, in a voice faltering with ap* 
préhension. 

<' Shot for a salute ! Pardieu ! Monseigneur ! 
No ! we hâve not changed the old customs at 
D'Usson !" rejoined the seneschal. 

"Old customs! What and when mean you?" 
asked De Cœuvres, brooding a flood of revenge* 

" I mean when Monseigneur was govemor of 
D'Usson !" replied Pomini. 

" By the host of hell ! you infernal thief !" shouted 
De Cœuvres grasping the portcullis with such 
violence as to shake the massive iron, ^^have I 
been feeding a viper — a reptile T* 

" A viper — a reptile !" echoed the seneschal, 
indignant at thèse appellatives, and little pleased 
at the slight titter which he h^ard from some one 
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listening : — " When we meet again, I must be sa- 
tisfied on that point.'' 

" Hâve you let in the King of Navarre — you 
base, traitorous wretch? Let me hear the worst 
at once, that I may avoid what I loathe the sight 
of? Where is the lady Gabrielle? I will not 
give up D'Usson till its walls are as low as the 
rock on which it stands! The King shall aid me — > 
j^tan shall give me power over his own — you 
devil-ridden scoundrel !" cried the Marquis, in 
his impotent rage, ' as he grasped the bars of the 
portcullis. 

The seneschal, full of remorse for his treachery, 
narrated a history of the transaction, in which 
he attempted to exculpate himself from ail blame^ 
save what attached to his firailty in being induced 
to listen to the syren-persuasions of the Queen of 
Navarre, who, as he represented De Cœuvres, had 
used her most cunning wiles to gain his acqui- 
escence : and to her arts, he said, he had fallen a 
victim. 

To hâve heard this confession of Pomini, one 
would hâve imagined him the most injured of 
men ; a mortal who had fallen into the snare of 
an immortal enchantress; — a Circe from whom 
there was no escape ! The Marquis himself 
blushed ; for he remembered his own infatuation. 
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arid trembled at the idea of the disloyal temptation 
to which he had been exposed. 

The low Yoice in which the seneschal uttered 
the détail of his backslidings was believed by the 
Marquis to arise from a conseiousness of shame ; 
but in reality it was to conceal the colouring of his 
narrative from those who he knew were listening 
to the conférence. 

" You can undo your crime, Pomîni !" said 
De Cœuvres, still hanging to the portcullis in 
the act of listening to the seneschal. 

" I dare not — I am at this moment watched — 
the Queen's secretary has twice threatened to hang 
me on the terrace, against your return, for pitying 
Mademoiselle ! They dread me as one would a 
pestilence," replied the plausible functionary. 

" The meet reward of villany !" exclaimed the 
old governor. — " And my poor Gabrielle ! a 
prisoner at D'Usson ! I thank God, she will not 
even speak to the traitorous syren !" 

A few moments' reflection pointed out the only 
course the Marquis could pursue ; he bade the 
seneschal bear his protest against the treachery, 
and to inform Gabrielle that he should demand her 
on the morrow — and immediately left the gate- 
tower and joined his soldiers. 

" Jean La Roche ! and you, my brave friends !" 
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cried he ; ^* there bas been foui treason at work — 
we must seek another home tiil I hâve matured my 
plans. I promise you, we shall not hâve many 
hours pass over our heads ère we regain onr own 
fortress. The garrison is not stronger than when 
we quitted it; and your comrades do duty through 
threats of instant death ! Nay, résistance is useless 
now — ^we must submit to our &te, and call in 
subtlety to our aid against those lofty towers." 

The Marquis had much difficulty in persuading 
his men to submit to the loss of their citadel; but 
he at length induced them to retire, upon his pro- 
mise of leading them to the attaek at a point wbere 
art might successfully eompete with strength. 

" Gabrielle never leaves her chamber," said 
De Cœuvres to himself ; ^^ I would bave sent for 
her to the gâte, but others besides Pomini were 
within hearing." 

The discomfited old noble retumed to the valley, 
meditating a speedy revenge on his treaeherou» 
gnests. It had given him great pleasure to hear 
that Gabrielle never quitted her ward of the 
castle, as it instantly struck him that a passage 
was still open to his entry. 

On the side of the rock nearest to the valley of 
St. Germain sous d'Usson, over whose extent, 
bounded by the river ÂUier, the windows of his 
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daughter's chamber overlooked, old tradition had 
reported an ascent to the castle practicable; and 
in tnith, an escape by this means had been effécted 
a century and a half previous, when D'Usson ivas 
a royal prison; and for which the governor had 
been dismissed» as it was more tlian suspected he 
had permitted his charge to lower himself from a 
window of the fortress after the garrison had re- 
tired to rest; trusting that, as no trace of the exit 
of the prisoner was discoverable, no blâme could 
attach to himself. 

But Louis was too crafty himself to be cheated 
by his servants, and caused a strict investigation 
to be made ; the resuit of which was, the disgrâce 
of the governor. Gabrielle, in searching through 
the archives of the royal château in quest of the 
vénérable tomes of legendary taies and poetry, in 
which she so much delighted, accidentally disco- 
vered a plan of the retreat of the prisoner, which 
had been drawn up by Louis's commissioner Arom 
the confession of the culprit, who obtained a re- 
mission, by that course, of the severe punishment 
which the monarch had threatened him with for 
his contumacious silence. But little interest woùld 
hâve been attached to this document, had she not 
found that the room adjoiningher sleeping chamber 
was lighted by the identical window out of which 
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the former governor had lowered his firiend to the 
rocks beneath. 

She presented the plan to the Marquis, who had 
curiosity enough — there might be a spice of cau- 
tion in his résolve — ^to leave the fortress at night, 
and take the chart with him to the Bois de Riffoudy 
a wood at the foot of D'Usson, skirted by the little 
stream which encircled the rocky eminence. From 
this point he was enabled to trace, in a reverse 
direction, the track of the prisoner among the 
clefts and fissures of the mountain, till he arrived 
beneath the Windows of Gabrielle's chamber, and 
within call of the sentinel. But the lofty wall of 
stone, which arose in its massive strength from his 
feet, throwing into dark shade that portion of the 
mountain on which he stood, bade défiance to any 
hostile power not favoured by the inmates ; and the 
old noble, after a cautions survey, returned by the 
same route, at the imminent péril of his limbs. 

Though De Cœuvres kept his adventure secret 
from the garrison, yet he thought it worthy of 
mention in his next despatch to the secretary Vil- 
leroi, as an interesting historical fact, if nothing 
more; and the secretary, who happened at that 
season to be free from the alarm of a Huguenotic 
rébellion, after searching the archives of his oiOSce, 
wrote an answer to the Marquis, stating that he 
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had found a counterpart or copy of the plan, to- 
gether with the examination of the delinquent. 
Thus ended the affair. 

But now that De Cœuvres foand himself so 
unexpectedly , cheated of his commandaney, his 
thoughts reverted to the secret pass, and he in- 
stantly made up his mind to the attempt, of which 
we are about to relate the issue. So impressed 
was he with a certainty of suceess, that he was 
afraid to communicate with Gabrielle, lest sus- 
picion should attach to the meeting, and her move- 
ments be in conséquence closely watched. 

He relied only on her being in her own cham- 
ber ; on this was built ail his hopes ; and of her 
close, though voluntary confinement there, Pomini 
had acquainted him. Scaling ladders he had none 
— ^and Issoire was too far off, and besides, on the 
wrong side of the Allier — and he doubted also of 
the, possibility of conveying such a machine to the 
foot of the tower. A few pebbles thrown skil- 
fidly against the window, would, he was certain, 
bring the apparition of his daughter to his wistful 
eyes ; or in case of failure of this stratagem, a 
long ash sapling would reach the projection of the 
window — and Gabrielle, once aware of the quality 
of those below, it were hard if she could not 
find cord, or other material, wherewith a robust 
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vétéran, like Jean la Roche, or sturdy youth, like 
the more supple Robert, could climb up to the 
fortunate înlet. 

Upon the Marquis detailing his plan to the 
faithful old vétéran, Jean was very angry that his 
master had omitted what he eonsidered the chief 
point of the stratagem, whieh was to aequaint 
Gabrielle of his intentions. 

" Say no more about it — ^it is now too late,'* 
replied De Cœuvres ; ^^ I loathed the sight of that 
tinker's son of Avignon, and was glad to escape." 

" It is a wild scheme, by our Lady," said the 
knowing and presuming La Roche, ^^ but not too 
much for a soldier to accomplish. But why does 
Monseigneur trust to the Lady Gabrielle having 
what the hangman of Montfaucon only never goes 
without? By St. Geneviève ! let us be prepared with 
a knotted rope or a cord ladder, we might hâve 
one to our hands, good enough for a Barbary 
pirate, by nightfall !" 

" You are a clever fellow, Jean !" cried the 
Marquis, ^^ and shall hâve that villain's post." 

<^ I say not a word of his dishonesty," thought 
the vétéran ; ^^ but Marshal de Biron would hâve 
turned up his nose at such a coxcomb." 

The night was favourable to their enterprise, 
which was of a character more toilsome and un- 
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certain of success, depending on a slight con- 
tingency, than dangerous to a band of resolute 
soldiers. As they emerged from the Bois de Ri" 
ffaudi their beacon-star was blazing; from the 
western side of D'Usson, the light streaming from 
the chamber of Gabrielle, mîght be seen by the 
peasant as he retired to rest, mayhap to dream of 

the lovely châtelaine of D'Usson, and, by the 

• 

magie of sleep, fancy himself transformed into a 
lord^ worthy of her love. The Marquis had not 
forgotten the route, though the few years which 
intervened had rendered him less capable of the 
toil ; but the spirit of just revenge which excited 
his frame, renewed his youthful strength to a 
degree which surprised those who had hitherto re- 
garded their commander as an old wom-out court 
fiivourite, destitute of the leading characteristics of 
a soldier. 

De Cœnvres relied upon his memory in tracing 
out the intricate pass among the rocks ; but it was 
rather by the distant landmarks to be kept in view, 
than by looking at the path beneath his feet, that 
he expected to reach the summit The fortress 
with its unconàdous beacon-light, was soon lost as 
they wound round the masses of basaltic columns, 
which the éléments, or the more violent convulsions 
of nature, had laid bare to the view of the spectator, 

F 2 
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who dreaded the hSL of the loosened and brbken 
shafts aboTe his head, and which clong only wîth a 
latéral support to the descending piles. 

At the tennination of this ridge, the memory of 
the old noble senred him iaithfully in directing his 
steps due north, himsetf and his followers scram- 
blîng along the steep sides of the mountain. He 
remembered distinctly, that after keepîng this track 
a short distance — and that he was in the right 
course he felt certain firom being opposite to the 
peak of a distant hill — ^he was to descend towards 
the valley — and again keep a northward track, till 
he arrived at a ravine, and after passing its défile 
or mouth, to ascend the opposite steep, with an 
upward course, till he arrived at the summit 

This was the sum of the treasured burthen of his 
memory, but he unfortunately forgot that a little 
water track, which ran over a stony channel down 
the back of the mountain, ought to hâve been his 
guide downward. This he stepped over without 
notice, keeping an even and straight course till he 
unexpectedly arrived at the edge of the ravine. 

" La Roche,'* said the Marquis, whîspering to 
the vétéran ; — " I hâve lost the path — ^we must go 
back — may Heaven, which abhors treachery, point 
out the true road !" 

" Marslial De Biron never marched back if he 
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had made an awkward movement," replied Jean, 
" he always eut through the difficulty." 

Jean, who dictated to the Marquis in his military 
office, as much as Pomini had presumed on his in- 
dolence in the internai economy of the castle, with- 
out waiting for orders, commanded his comrades to 
hait. De Cœuvres and his deputy were on the 
brink of the ravine, while at intervais in the rear 
stood the arquebusiers, in the loose order of march, 
each with his arquebuse slung behind his back, and 
with rest in hand, which helped him at need as a 
stafF to grope out the way. 

" Comrades ! look to your matches !" cried the 
vétéran, addressing the men; — "let us hâve no 
mistake. Now Monseigneur !" continued La 
Roche, in a whisper to the Marquis, "did you 
not cross this ravine ?" 

" By St Michael ! No ! I recoUect looking up 
its dark défile in my former track," replied De 
Cœuvres. 

^^ And which path did you trace afker you had 
passed it ?" asked the old soldier. 

" Along the steep to the summit !" replied the 
Marquis, his eye fixed on the opposite ascent. 

" Bravo ! Monseigneur ! you hâve improved 
upon the engineer — this is a shorter eut !" rejoined 
La Roche. 

F 3 
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<^So it might he" said the Marquis, doubt* 
ingly ; ^^ but how are we to descend ? The moon 
aiFords light enough to show me that the cliff over- 
hangs — and we must take a leap in the air, if we 
prefer this route !" 

This was an obstacle whidi La Rodie felt con- 
vinoed would hare puzzled even Marshal De Biron; 
but Jean, nowise daunted^ and like otherprofessors, 
désirons of exhibiting his skiil to an illustrious 
pupil, got down upon his knees, and crawled to the 
edge of the predpice, and to his great delight 
espied, at a short distance below, a ledge of rock. 
The vétéran without more ado, arose, and caliing 
ont for his friend Robert to approach, pointed ont 
the projecting shelf, and requested the young 
soldier to make the descent without delay, and 
there to await, and assist his less active comrades. 

Robert without hésitation accepted the challenge, 
not knowing but that it was the route marked put 
by the chief. The stronger end of the ashen-pole, 
which they had brought with them, was held by 
two of the soldiers even with the rock, and project- 
ing beyond it sevend feet ; Robert advanoed boldly 
to the edge, and clinging with both hands to the 
ash, drew over his body ; finding hb feet iondx the 
sides, he let go his hold, and slid down till stopped 
by the ledge. The first step of difficulty over, the 
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remainder of thé band foUowed his example, leaving^ 
the Marquis and La Roche behind. 

Now, Monseigneur," said the vétéran, ^^it is 
your tnrn; and yvhen you reach the bottom, I shall 
drop the end of the pôle, and sKde down — but do 
not follet to hold tighdy below !" 

The old noble having undertaken the expédition, 
was determined to proceed with it at any risk ; and 
complied with the request of La Roche, who re- 
ceiving assurance of the governor's safety, followed 
his own prescribed method; but the wood being 
slender at the top, broke with the weight of his 
body, and he fell among his comrades, crushing 
Robert who was holding the pôle. Both rolled 
off the ledge tf^ther, ère their friends could 
prevent it, who were doomed to witness the dis- 
tressing spectacle. If it had not been for the 
penalty of the &11, the descent of the two arque- 
busiers would hâve excited the mirth of their 
comrades ; for the arquebuse of Jean, the foremost 
body» catching in' the broken débris of the moun- 
tain, hindered, for a moment, his downward pro- 
gress, but Robert, who moved like a cylinder, 
rolled over his friend, and took the lead; while 
La Roche being dislodged by the shock, renewed 
his course in the wake of the recruit, till both 
were out of sight of the trembling Marquis. 

f4 
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" There falls the best of soldîers," crîed he in 
despair ; — " I shall néver see liîs fellow." 

" What, not a friend go in search of hîm," ex- 
claimed one of the band : — " by St. Gregory, TU 
find bis body, if I bave to roU myself." 

And so sayiiig, the soldièr commeneed bis 
awkward march, sliding and moving sideways 
alternately, as best suited the nature of the 
descent. The Marquis and bis troops foUowed 
the intrepid arquebusier. Wben they had nearly 
gained the bottom of the ravine, they heard to 
their astonishment the voice of the last Vétéran, 
erying out — 

" Hâve you brought the broken ash with 
you ?" 

*? Curse the ash," cried the foremost soldier, 
" we came in search of you." 

To the inquiries of bis delighted commander, 
La Roche explained that both himself and Robert 
had been saved by the loose texture of the débris, 
giving way beneath their bodies, which escaped 
with only a few bruises. 

The opposite side of the ravine presented a 
work of toil, but of toil only, and they gained 
the broad back of the mountains without further 
danger. The castle was now often in vîew, and 
encouraged by the light which shone brightly 
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from the chamber of Gabrielle, the Marquis aiid 
his band of adven tordus soldiers assured them- 
selves of suocess. But a new danger presented 
itself ; they mi^ht possibly be seen by the sen- 
tinels, an event which would bave destroyed ail 
their hopes, and made useless ail their labour. 
The idea of this fatal termination of the perilous 
march delayed their progress exceedingly; they 
used the utmost caution to hinder, as much as 
possible, the noise of their footsteps and the 
rattling of arms; but persévérance, at length, 
brought them, scathless and unseen, beneath the 
walls of the fortress. 

The western side of D*Usson was in deep 
shadow, the moon being in the opposite quarter 
of the heavens; and beneath the walls of the 
castle the little band rested in darkness and safety. 
The Marquis was in no mood to be interested by 
the lovely western hémisphère of mountain, stream, 
and Valley, lit up with the smiling radionce of the 
lamp of night ; sterner thoughts possessed his soûl 
as he listened to the upbraidings of Jean La 
Roche for omitting to bring with him the ash- 
shaft. 

" Even two feet short of its length," said the 
vétéran, " it would hâve been as uséful as JacoVs. 
ladder to us." 

F 5 
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^^ It cannot be helped," replied De Cœuvres, 
looking xsp ât bis ^laughter's window, '^ we miist>^— 
but gracious heavens ! what do I see? a ladder 
of rope I Has Grabrielle bad a dream ? — ^A miracle; 
— our wants antioipated." 

Wbetber a Imiraele, or an effort of buman 
agency, both tbe Marquis and La Rocbe dis* 
tinctly saw a ladder of rope banging from tbe 
window^ to tbe groundw It was no visidn, for tbey 
ran forward, and grasped it as palpably to tbeir 
senseSy as any rope ever toucbed by buman bands. 

" By tbe boly Virgin," said Robert to bimself, 
^^ tbis puts me in mind of tbe noise wbicb I beard 
at nigbt wben on duty." 

De Cœuvres trembled witb an unknown cause 
of fear« 

^^ Do you ascend Jean," cried be, ^^ I am power- 
less — we are betrayed." 

^^ And tbat roll down tbe cliff bas made me 
so giddy and ligbt-beaded, tbat I scarce know 
wbat I do except witb a strong effort," replied La 
Rocbe ; — '< I would ratber some one else made tbe 
attempt." 

" Nay, Jean, I command you !" said tbe trem- 
bling noble, wbo was unwilling tbat any one but 
bis most confidential subordinate sbould encounter 
tbe task. 
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The arquebugier was too good a disciplinarian 
to dream even of disobeying his orders ; be took 
out bis slow matcb, and affixing it to tbe lock of tbe 
arquebuse, wbkb be again slung across bis back, 
put foot on tbe ladder, and commenced tbe aseent. 
Step by step tbe vétéran mounted till be was 
enabled to peer in at tbe open window. To bis 
great astonisbmenty be saw, or tbougbt be saw, for 
be was not certain wbat influence tbe severe fali 
bad bad on bis sensés, Gabrielle seated by tbe 
side of a num in a rustic dress, but of noble 
features. 

<' Tbere is no danger, Gabrielle," exclaimed 
tbe peasant in a voice full of tendemess. ^^ I wisb 
tbere were — I would tbat tbe road to your lofty 
tower were beset witb ail tbe cooped up garrison 
c^ D'Usson. I bave been so accustomed to gain 
deligbt tbrougb difficulties, tbat my bappiness 
seems won too ligbtly." 

<' Umpb !'' muttered La Rocbe to bimself, 
" tben you did not cross tbe ravine." 

" Tbat a simple evening walk in Auvergne," 
continued tbe rustic gallant looking upon ber 
downcast face, and adjusting a string of pearls 
wbicb bad fallen over ber brow, ^^ sbould restore 
to my unwortby eyes sucb perfection ! — Repeat 
again, Gabrielle, tbat you were pleased to see 

17 fi 
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me — a lover never feek secure — ^he requires again 
and again that his mistress ahould assure him of 
his blissful destiny." 

" By St. Geneviève !" said the bewildered 
arquebusier to himself, as he surveyed the scène 
— his head just peeping above the ledge of the 
window, <^ I envy the fellow ! to eall the mountain. 
path a simple evening walk." 

^^ You are so suspicions that I shall be angry 
with you," said the beautiful girl raising her eyes ; 
^^ can I give a stronger proof, than my courage 
in venturing to see you? — words are poor after 
this." 

. "And yet words, even angry words, from a sweet 
mouth, are rich and beautiful as precious gems," re- 
plied the peasant ^^ In passion, they are diamonds» 
brilliant and flashing — but in the divine mood of 
my Gabrielle, they corne from out the sweet 
ca^ket of her mouth, soft as pearls, reflecting a 
subdued and tender light, like her own love." 

" Ah, I hear the Marquis calling below," 
thought La Uoche ; — " ought I to speak to the lady 
or not ?'' 

" I liave good news, Gabrielle, which confinns 
what I before only glanced at," continued the 
peasant lover, " as a remote event, not to : be 
aecomplished in a day. But my friends at Rome 
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have written to me to say, that his Holiness is 
well dispoeed to my suit — perhaps out of re- 
venge to my enemies, whom, as you know, are at 
enmity with him. Our union, may not be far 
distant." 

^^ Mademoiselle," cried the asquebusier, who 
fbund it necessary either to return and explaln 
what he had seen to the impatient Marquis, or 
address the lady; and as the object of the enter- 
prise was uppermost in his thoughts, he chose 
the latter alternative. . 

The surprise of the lovers, whether real or but 
imaginary beings, may easily be eoneeived at this 
sudden interruption. ITie peasant was in a mighty* 
rage, and drawing a concealed weapon, rushed 
forward to revenge himself on the intruder, who 
despite his bruises and his giddiness, knew the 
point of safety, and glided down the ladder as 
cleverly as a Levant-skipper. 

" You villain, what is the matter ?" cried the 
excited Marquis, collaring the vétéran. 

" Pardon me, Monseigneur," exclaimed La 
Roche, dragging De Cœuvres aside, and relating 
to him in a low hurried tone of voice what he had 
seen and heard. 

** It is a lie," shouted the old noble ; — *' your fall 
has made you délirions." 
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<< Then look for yourself," replied the offended 
arquebusier. 

" I will !" retorted the govemor, " and let you 
and your comrades follow me closely, D'Usson 
skail be ours in a few minutes." 

Up sprung the enraged noble, and serambling 
in at the window, he found himself in the présence 
of his dau^ter, who was sitting ak)ne, and reading 
one of her fityourite poets. 

" Gabrielle," cried De Cœuvres, and they 
rushed into each other's arms. 

La Roche, who foUowed dose, both to vin* 
dicate his assertion, and to stand prepared for 
the contest with the garrison, dropped into the 
chamber. 

<^ You liar," cried the Marquis, looking at him 
reproachfuUy ; — " are you not convinced of your 
falsehoods ?" 

<^ Then ask Mademoiselle why this ladder hung 
hère," replied the stubbom arquebusier. 

" Who was vour visitor, Gabrielle ?' asked the 
Marquis with a smile. 

" Visitor?" cried the lady returning his smile, 
^^ I was not so honoured ! the Queen threatened 
me with a visit to-morrow moming, ère you came 
to demand me — and to avoid her loathed présence, 
for I am sure, I should be committed to the 
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dungeons if I encoimtered her, I resolved to escape 
by the same route as the chevalier." 

During Uns ooUoquy, several of the govemor's 
soldiers had entered the chamber to the astonish* 
ment of its mistress ; but ère she had time to ask 
her &ther the précise nature of his intentions, and 
whieh she only guessed at, an unlucky incident 
occurred, which threatened the safety of ail. 

Lisette, who happened ta be passing through 
the corridor, was alarmed at the noise in the 
chamber of the lady Gabrielle, and listening for a 
few moments, heard the epithet of liar, uttered in 
an angry voice, accompanied with a motion of the 
feet, and other indications of violence, either 
threatened or offered. 

Away ran the girl to De Nevailles with a story 
that a band of robbers were murdering Mademoi- 
selle in her chamber. The Baron after command- 
ing her to raise an alarm, ran hastily to D'Estrée's 
qiiarter of the castle, and throwing open the door 
of her chamber, found himself in the Company of 
the lady, and some six or more of the supposed 
robbers* His attention being first attracted to 
Gabrielle, he did not scan closely the quality of her 
visiters. 

^< Thank Heaven !" exclaimed he,addressing her. 
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I hâve corne in time for the safety of Mademoi- 
selle!" 

^^ Thank the powers of hell," cried the Marquis, 
in the bittemess of despair, ^^ that hâve wrought 
against a good cause." 

"The Marquis De Cœuvres!" exclaimed De 
Nevailles, stepping back in surprise. 

"Ah! The governor! you traitor!" cried 
Jean La Roche, springing upon the Baron 
so suddenly that they both rolled to the ' floor to- 
gether. 

But the veteran's good intentions were foiled by 
the arrivai of the household. A rapid fight en- 
sued,while the Baron and La Roche laystruggling 
with each other in the midst of the skirmish, suf- 
fering more from the feet of the combatants, both 
of friends and enemies, than either foe from the 
grasp of his antagonist 

The batde would undoubtedly liave terminated 
in favour of De Cœuvres, whose reinforcements 
were continually dropping in, had not De Nevailles 
as he lay on the floor, perceived their mode of in- 
gress. Letting go his hold of the vétéran, he 
grasped the leg of one of the Queen's servants, 
and was about to reoeive a eut in retum, when his 
face was recognised by Antoine, who had just en- 



THE DAYS OF THE LEAGUE. 113 

tered the scène of action, and interposed betwéen 
the blind rage of the domestic. 

" Never mînd me and thîs old buU-dog," cried 
the Baron; ^^cut off the dupplies whidi are com- 
ing in at the window. l'U choke him yet.'^ 

Antoine, who had performed gentle deéds at 
Coutras, was calm enough to peroeive the bubbiing 
stream of human life which poured in its tide to 
the assistance of the elder dynasty of D'Usson; 
and without more ado, he ran to the darkened win- 
dow, and cleared away the incumbrance, by a 
single thrust between the cuirass and skull-cup of 
an arquebusier, who fell backward with a perfo- 
rated throat. Bût the hydra of life was many* 
headed — this vitality, however, did not escapé die 
quick eye of Antoine — and placing his sharp wea- 
pon between the ropes and the window-sill, he 
turned it edgeways, with the skill of an Atropos 
— and the crash among the rocks consummated 
the destiny of more than one of the adventurers. 

Meanwhile, the domestic of the Queen, who in 
his hurry had been about to commit an irréparable 
error, repaired the fault by disengaging La Roche 
from his hold — and this was no easy task, unless 
the gordian knot of life had been untied, which 
the Baron would not permit. The entry of the 
garrison terminated the contest, leaving the Mar- 
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quis, La Roche, and bis followers, save two who 
had slipped off cunningly elsewfaere, each without 
bis buman mask, wbicb wore a deatb-like grin, 
a parting expressive of escape — ^prisoneis to ber 
Majesty, tbe Queen of Navarre and its annexed 
principalitiesy by divine grâce, and cbatelaine of 
D'Usson, par la sagesse humaine. 

<< Fortune bas not looked kindly on your at- 
tempt. Monseigneur," said De Nevailles to tbe 
Marquis. ^^ You were, as tbe senescbal informed 
me, commg to D'Usson to receive Mademoiselle. 
I cannot offer you tbe bospitalities of tbe cbateau, 
for sucb I am sure you would spum — ^neitber can 
my présence be so welcome as before we parted. 
I will, tberefore, leave you and your fnends to tbe 
care of Antoine and tbe bousebold, wbo will supply 
wbatever your condition may require !" 

Saying tbese words, tbe Baron De Nevailles 
bowed to tbe Marquis and bis fair daugbter, and 
left tbe cbamber. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 



Si en quelque s^ouT) 
Soit en bois ou en prée, 
Soit pour l'aube de jour, 
Ou soit pour la vespréei 
Sans cesse mon cœur sent 
Le regret d'un absent. 



Marie Stuart. 



On the following morn, De Cœuvres, vith his fiEdr 
daughter, and their retinue, bade adieu to D'Usson. 
The Queen of Navarre was now in possession of 
a fortress, which, saving the action of internai 
treachery, might bid défiance to the best appointed 
army which the âge could bring into the field. But 
he, who had been the chief instrument in its ac- 
quisition, was the most unhappy of the inmates. 
The just resentment which Emilie had conceivedat 
the supposed infidelity of De NevaiUeSi was not of 
that transient nature, which might be dissipated by 
a few words of repentance ; it had been suffered 
to sink daily deeper into her spirit, till it alarmed 
and recalled the wandering lover to his duty — but 
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only to receive a renewal of the reproaches which 
Margaret had heretofore interrupted. 

Nor could subséquent contrition efface the im- 
pression which his estrangement had caused ; — the 
feelings of the youthful Emilie had been deeply 
wounded — she had zealousiy and tenderly hoarded 
up a treasure which had proved worthless. Deeds 
were not to be expiated by words in the heart of 
the protégée of the Queen of Navarre ; her quick, 
though hitherto subdued and silent spirit, de- 
manded a more convincing and atoning proof of 
repentance. 

The Baron, in this dilemma, scorned to appeal 
■to Margaret, who was ignorant of the quarrel, or 
even of the grief which her fair charge could not 
always conceal, when the pride which sustained 
her in the présence of De Nevailles, forsook her 
in his absence. Margaret had, hitherto, had but 
one idea, and eyes only for what related to it; 
Emilie was unnoticed by her protectress, though 
every action of the latter had its origin in her 
welfare. 

In addition to the loss of her love. De Nevailles 
had the mortification of perceivîng that his share 
in the seizure of the fortress was severely blamed 
by Emilie as a derelîction of the honour of a gen- 
tleman, and as unworthy of his station. 
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" Wlien the Marquis De Cœuvres lays his com- 
plaint before the King," saîd the lady, in reply to 
the pleading of the Baron, " ail France will con- 
demn your conduct as a pièce of treachery, not 
even redeemed by an act of valour." 

" Why not add, în the same schooling spirit," 
retorted De Nevailles, stiing wîth the charge, 
" that ît was the loss of my faith towards your- 
self, that brought about the loss of my honour?" 

" I cannot complain of your forsaking one who 
has not even a name whîch she durst avow," re- 
plied Emilie, calmly; "but I dare suspect those 
déclarations which hâve been proved insincere." 

" May I not listen to a song from the mouth of 
any lady save yourself ?" cried the Baron, whose 
proud spirit, vexed that the influence which had 
made the friendship and gained the confidence of 
two Queens, should be lost upon a simple girl, 
was waxing wroth* 

The lady did not reply. 

"Has the Queen of Navarre," continued De 
Nevailles, "become so anxious to free herself 
from obligation as to require Mademoiselle to im- 
pugn the character of her Majesty's ad viser and 
friend ? If the violent assumption of this strong- 
hold were 90 wide a departure from honourable 
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actioiii will not discrédit attach itself to the Queen 
as well as her servant?" 

<< The Baron De Nevaiiies is not of the same 
&ith as the Queen of Navarre," replied Emilie, 
<< and his attaching himself to her service, of itself 
will be deemed a désertion of his own party. To 
league with our priesthood, in an act of so am- 
biguous a natare as the seizure of a château where 
he had been hospitably entertained, cannot ele- 
vate the character of Monseigneur in the eyes of 
either his Huguenot brethren, or of those of my 
own faith. Her Majesty has motives in exténua- 
tion, which he cannot plead ; — ^what would be only 
retaliation in the Queen of Navarre, may be ac- 
Gounted treachery în the Baron De Nevaiiies !" 

** Well ! Emilie ! you hâve been, as I wished, 
a mirror in which I might see the reflection of my 
own actions. The pure transparent brede is stained 
with the image of a monster, if, indeed, the mir- 
ror reâect truly; and i^hich I must hasten to dissi- 
pate. It never was my custom to endeavour to 
colour my actions with the fleeting hues of rlie- 
toric; — good or bad, they must be judged of in 
an unbiassed heart, for I scorn appeal !" 

<' I wish ail hearts were biassed towards you as 
mine is, that you may not be judged of too 
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haisUy," replied Emilie; "yet I fear, my own 
partial verdict not being free firom censure, your 
naine will be breathed with disparaging free- 
dom !" 

^^ Â ju8t notion !" said the Baron, smiling; — 
" Yes ! What a wretch I must be ! When Condé 
hears of this seizure, she will compose a ballet to 
be named De NevaiUes at If Usson, * It is the proper 
effort of the artist, when treachery and vice abound, 
to hâve one redeeming fount of humanity — one 
character free from stain, that his own ubiquitary 
nature may not unjustly be supposed to sympathize 
with disorder; — and that vice may appear more 
hideous by contrast Such is Emilie at D'Usson ! 
But who can the deeplynskilled Condé procure to 
embody this personification of virtue ? Our friends 
of the Louvre are so much inclined the other way, 
that the Princess must issue a proclamation to com- 
mand the indispensable appearance of the âur lady 
herself, for none but Emilie can be her représen- 
tative !" 

" Adieu ! Monseigneur !" said the protégée of 
Margaret; " I promised to wait on her Majesty 
this morning." 

" Pardon my wandering," exclaimed De Ne- 
yailles, detaining her; "will no repentance con- 
vince you that my heart bas never forsaken its 

12 
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early bopes? Has language no form for one 
deeply repentant, and " 

^^ If words Gould e&ce the impressions of actions, 
no one is a greater master of the language than 
the Baron De Nevailles," said Emilie, interrupt- 
ing him ; *^ but such onght not to be their power — 
for your own sake it ought not to be so !" Saying 
this, the lady disengaged herself, and left the pré- 
sence of the Baron, who remained motionless 
awMle. 

"Well! well!" exclaimed he, after a pause, 
<<it is very right that there should exist thèse 
guides to virtue in this world of ours. Guides ! 
I beg pardon humbly, — I mean shrines of vir- 
tue. Let me examine closely into my behaviour. 
I met thèse two ladies wandering irom their homes 
— indeed without a home — I escorted them hither 
— risked life and honour to place them in such a 
position that they might demand justice — as suing 
for it had been found useless labour — and behold ! 
the younger, gentler being, turns round to upbraid 
me for my pains. It is e'I^ thus — I am made the 
fool of others — toil for others — intrigue for others — 
fight for them — scarcely asking of myself whether 
the cause be good or bad — relying only on the 
warmth and generosity of my own feelings ! And 
what has resulted from this course ? It were îdle 
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to enumen^te-^but if I progresa in the same eccen- 
trie track— nçxt month will find n^e paying my de- 
voirs to Mont|>en8ier, or ridii^, lance in hand, at 
the right hand of Guise. It will never do. While 
aoting for my own private wélbie, I was humble, 
unambitioufi, abstemious, contented with the la- 
beur of exercise without reward, and charitable to 
my neighbours' failings. But I threw my services 
into the hands of the King of Navarre; and I 
immediately became a spy and a liar. — I do ser- 
vice to the Queen of France, and I become a 
minion and an adventurer, shuffling the text of 
expediency into every shape of usage and pretext ; 
^-and for her proud d^ughter, and this girl without 
a name, I hâve rendered myself a traiter to the 
sacr«d rites of hospitality — I — who hâve hitherto 
thought of myself so honourably, that I might 
be trusted to walk through unguarded treasures — 
between the unbarred ^tes of my enemies, if they 
placed confidence in ipe ! How miserably I am 
fallen off in my own esteem— and for what? To 
serve others with kindUftess, which I hâve been 
fool| misérable, ignorant fool enough, to mistâke 
for the impulses of honour and justice ! By ail 
that yet remains of good in me, I will never do 
anotfaer kind action, if I exist for ever on this 
lower world ! I will now live for myself, — and I 

VOL. III. G 
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txuly hope that my old virtues will return to 



me* 



The Baron was, at this moment interrupted by 
a footstep. It was Lisette crossing the hall — he 
desired her to call Antoine, as he had commanda 
for him. To the astonbhment of the servant, De 
Nevailles instructed him to hâve their horses ready 
for starting seeretly from D'Usson within two 
hours. 

The interval was employed by the Baron in 
writing to the Queen of Navarre respecting the 
poUey to be pursued towards her family if she 
should happen to negociate with them ; also to- 
wards the garrison and household of D'Usson; 
and on other matters connected with her fortunes. 
With Pomini, now governor of the fortress, he 
had a long conférence, in which he recommended 
an increase of the garrison without delay; — in 
which labour, the Baron could not assist him from 
his known différence of religions belief, which 
would hâve prejudîced the service in the eyes of 
Catholic soldiers. 

The interview over. De Nevailles left the rock 
and its stronghold, without seeing eitherthe Queen 
or Emilie. From the peasants in the vicinity, he 
leamed that the forces of Navarre were still en- 
camped in the northem district of the province ; 
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but he was not in a mood to care either for friends 
or enemies : his thoughts tended homewards ; and 
thither he directed his course ; and arrived, with- 
out accident, at the Château De Nevailles. 



G 2 
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CHAPTER XXX. 



Ville de Blois, naissance de ma Dame, 
SEJOUR DES ROIS, et de ma volonté. 



RONSAKD. 



While Duke of Anjou, and brother of the Kihg 
of France, Valois had acquired the r^utation of 
being the most aecomplished Prince in Christen- 
dom; but the acquirements on which this far- 
spread renown were founded, manifested more 
brilliancy than solidity, and the deeds of arms, 
with which Europe rung, were confessedly the 
work of others, ostensibly serving under his com- 
mand. It is easy for one of rpyal lineage to reap 
the praises of his countrymei^^ — ^but to be really 
great, he must pass through aq ordeal of labour or 
adversity, and surmount the difficulties which be- 
set an earthly career by the «fforts of unconquera- 
ble will. The énergies of a man's mind are never 
called forth till he has been trampled upon; genius 
may présent her fairy picture, or raise her voice 
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within the sanctuary of his breast, but she will 
never gain the mastery of his being, till the world's 
pressure has either calumniated, humiliated, or 
stricken him with the harrowing prospect of 
poverty. Then the voice and the power within 
struggles for dominion — a conflict ensues — ^and the 
soûl holds the outward man captive ; the inspired 
ploughman forsakes his rustic implements and 
rushes to the mart of poetry ; the mechanic seizes 
the pendl or the graver as the gladiator his sword ; 
and he, who has hitherto walked quietly in the 
ordinary paths of life, throws himself desperately, 
but with a charmed weapon withal, into the arena 
of hiunan contention, and becomes démagogue, 
patriot, statesman, or man of letters. 

Under the shadow of the power of the Queen- 
mother, Valois had lived in security; and the 
brilliant surface of his nature £aded beneath the 
corroding influence of sloth and luxury, while his 
youthful enthusiasm, the voice of his souI, sunk 
into superstition, and.vagrant phantasy.^ But when 
he became an outcast from the palace of his an*- 
cestors ; a fugitive from the power of a rebellions 
subject, his soûl cast off the weeds of effeminacy ; 
he awoke to a sensé of his own manhood — ^his con- 
secrated office — and the guardianship of the préro- 
gative of his house. 

g3 
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For many days afiter the retreat from the capital, 
he pondered deeply on his fallen condition, till at 
lengt]^ lie saw the path which mîght lead to victory, 
or at wor8t an honourable and desperate contest 
Without aeeking the advice of Catherine, who 
lingered at her hôtel in Paris — ^without seeking 
to remonstrate vith the Protector, whom the Ca-^ 
tholics now looked upon as their chosen king — 
he launched ont the thunder of his polidy with 
a vigour, which startled as much as it delighted, 
the Queen-mother, who was heard to say, that 
for the future, she must live apart ftom her son$ 
as her présence smothered his natural eapacity. 

From Chartres, where the monarch had taken re-^ 
fuge, he îssued a proclamation summoning a meeting 
of the States of the kiogdom to be holden at Blôis, 
to take into considération' the unhappy state of 
affairs which distracted France, and to provide a 
remedy for the evils which oppressed it. When 
&ction has reared its head, and thfeatens to abolish 
the ancient laws and usages of society — when a 
bold rebel menaces the life and liberty of his 
sovereign — ^what defence so wise and politic as 
an appeal to the whole nation, through the fonn of 
its most justly valued rights? Toan assembly of 
the States, or Tiers-Etats, which was composed of 
deputies from the clei^y, nobility, and burgesses 
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of the kmgdom, sitting in the présence of, and in 
consultation with, the monarch and the great 
officers of the state, he appealed for protection 
and a renewal of his kingly sway. 

To such a summons, Guise and his adhérents 
could not with any shadow of reason demnr ; and 
what pretence, asked Valois of his counciUors, can 
the Duke make for his illégal violence before the 
States, which exist only through the laws he has 
broken ? 

Such must hâve been aiso the nature of the 
Protector's reflections, for though Montpensier 
was for treating the proclamation with contempt, 
yet the proceedings of her brother were greatly 
changed after it had been made public; he saw 
that he must not yet quit subtlety for a more 
open weapon — and so powerful were the reasons 
he alleged for his conduct^ and so tempting the 
future cotRrse of policy which he planned for hixn- 
self and his party, that even Madame la Duekesse^ 
succumbed — and the Duke, as it were, joined issue 
with the appeal of Valois. 

The tact and pénétration of Guise were clearly 
manifested in his opposition to the headlong im- 
pulse of Montpensier, as every well-disposed 
Frenchman was pleased with the peaceful vista 
which the forthcoming concurrence of the States 

g4 
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presented to his imagination; it was regarded as 
the panacea for every evil, and its ad vent looked 
forward to with eagemess. 

Nor were the Huguenots less delighted with the 
prospect of order and security whieh the anticipated 
meeting of the assembly presi^ed, for they ex- 
peeted, through tiie disunion which existed betweén 
the royal party and the faction of the Protector, 
to gain a considération and importance which 
might entitle them, at the least, to the confirmation 
or renewal of the spirit of the many treaties of 
peace entered into with them, and as often violated 
by the Catholics. 

Blois, called the City of Kings, from the cir- 
cumstance of the palace having been chosen by 
the house of Valois as the scène of éducation of 
many its princes, is situated in the province oi 
Orleanois, and on the banks of the broad and 
picturesque Loire. From the Fauxbourg Vienne 
on the Southern side of the river, the city présents 
an amphithéâtre of houses rising gradually from 
the banks to the highest élévation of the hill, 
whereon the Cathedral tower crowns the whole. 
To the left is seen, at the remotest corner of the 
city, the gigantic Château De Blois, the fsivourite 
résidence of the Kings of France, and the object 
of their lavish magnificaice. 
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If Blois had not been already famoug, it would 
hâve gained celebrity from the condition which it 
presented previous to the opening of the States. 
The chief nobiiity and clergy of the kingdom 
were assembled within ils walls, together with 
the bnrgess-dqputies, from every province of 
France, — ^while in its lordly and iavoured castle, 
the King and his royal parent held their court, 
enlivened by the ample train of ladies of honour, 
which it was the: ambition and policy of Catherine 
to entertain. The streets were gay with the 
glittering dresses of the noblesse, thronging every 
avenue, to enjoy a freedom which the crowded 
old fashioned dwellings could not afford to their 
new occupants. 

The castle is sitoated at the north-west corner 
of the dty, seeming at first glance to be beyond 
the walls, yet in reality connected with it, by a 
oauseway eut in the rock. Entering by this 
avenue, the spectator beholds in the outer court, 
a noble gothic édifice dedicated to St. Sauveur.; 
passing by this token of the piety of the French 
monarchs, he arrives at the inner court, surrounded 
on every side by the lofty stories of the château, 
which from the varions orders of design displayed, 
might be compared to the façades of four dis* 
tinct palaces brought into contact by ms^c. One 
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angle présents a florid gotbic structure of noble 
height, decorated witb cognizances, derioes, lod 
armoriai bearings, sculptured in stone ; anotbe^ , — 
a pUe of R«man and Gredan designs intermked, 
an architectural importation from Italy; while 
fadng this élévation, stands a solemn mass of old 
masonry, the dwelling of the ancient Counts of 
Blois, who had need of a fortress as much as a 
palace. 

It were an endless task to enumerate tbe in- 
mates of this vast édifice; suiBce it to say, that 
Catherine, full of smiles and gaiety, was sojoum- 
ing there witb ber moody son, who i4)peared to 
bis friends to be labouiing under tbe weight of a 
résolve too mighty for bis énergies. D*Usez and tbe 
Princess of Condé found incessant food for laugbter 
in the awkward bearing of many a provincial noble, 
and bis gentle dependents, who bonoured tbe fétei 
of tbe Queen witb tbeir présence. Tbe Marquis 
De Cœuvres, a supplicant at tbe Château de Blets 
for tbe recovery of bis commandancy and fortress, 
and a deputy of tbe noblesse to tbe states, was, by 
faveur of ber Majesty, lodged at tbe castle witb 
tbe feir Gabrielle, who had not yet appeared in 
public. Margaret was not bebindband witb tbe 
Marquis ; she had dispatcbed Father Roquelaure 
to tbe Queen-motber to advocate ber cause, and 
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explain the necessity which forced her to the 
seizure of D'Usson. Villeroi and De Biron, 
D'Espernon uid bis vain Duchess, erst, Countess 
of Caudales — ^De Quelus and Mademoiselle D'En- 
tragues, a froward sarcastic beauty, with more 
malice and few^ channs than Candales; De Miron, 
the royal physidan, a pompons functionary ; and 
many others» whom we cannot, at this moment, 
recollect, graced or disgraeed, as it might happen, 
the court of Blois. 

In addition to thèse, were certain Huguenots, 
staying at Blois, under a safe conduct fîrom his 
Majesty, ostensibly to represent their grievances 
to the States, but in reality, that they might be at 
hand to negociate a treaty of alliance with the 
court But a treaty of alliance with Catherine 
was no easy matter to accomplish ; her policy, as 
we hâve before declared, was to keep both par- 
ties balanced against each other, and to incline to 
neither ; she had indeed written privately to Na- 
varre, to request the présence of his agents with 
power to conclude an alliance with her son, but 
she had beforehand determined to keep them in 
play till the last moment — and if that monster 
Guise and his faction could be qideted, without 
their aid — ^to send them home as wise as they had 
arrived. 

G 6 
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Nor were they long in discovering ber intui- 
tion, thought hey had no power to influence her 
wiil. The Count De Crrammont, unlike oar 
eourtly gosàiper and tell-tsile gaUant of a later 
period, was a rough martial noble, who had spent 
his whole life in fighting for hîs faith; he was 
destitute of ail diplomatie capedbility, save. an ob- 
stinate will and determined courage, whkh in- 
deed, are often of great service in withstanding the 
covert finesse of subder minds, which bave power to 
turn every oné to their purpose, who does not turn 
a deaf efar to argument of every description, simple 
or insinuating. He had been at Blois upwards of 
a month, having arrived therewith his friend, in 
obédience to the specious wish of Catherine, be- 
fore the assembling of the deputies, that they 
might bave leisure to discuss the articles of the 
treaty; and he would bave left the city, fuU of 
anger and impatience at her duplicity, had not the 
Baron De Rosny, afterwards Duke of Sully, his 
co-agent in the private embassy, withheld him 
from this open manifestation of spleen. 

With the exception, perhaps, of De Nevailles, 
die Baron De Rosny had acquired the greatest in- 
fluence over die mind of the brilliant, and, it must 
be confessed, somewhat wayward, king of Na- 
varre ; and no man better deserved his power, or 
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senred his master with more fidelity. To the for 
yourhe of Catherine is due the rare ment and the 
honour of , the hazardous task of awakening the 
captive monarch firom his laxurious dream of sloth; 
but to. De Rosny, into whose care he fell, when 
De Nevailles quitted his royal friend after their 
escape from Fontainebleau, must be attributed, in 
a great degree, the procuration of the finances 
nece9sary for keeping together the army which won 
a name and a halo of glory for the Bourbon, at 
Coutras. But this was not his whole merit 

At the birth of Navarre, nine lives stood be- 
tween this Prince and the crown of France ; but 
the greater proj)ortion of thèse having fallen into 
the sleep of dusky death, De Rosny was struck 
with theldea that the jesting propheey which he 
had foretold of his Majesty, when he first saw the 
Prince, a gallant youth of fifteen, riding by the 
side of the Admirai Coligni, might prove in due 
time a grave trutL 

That the propheey had been utteredin a jestiug 
mood there can be but little doubt; though, on 
the death of the Duke D' Alençon, the Baron 
thought proper to dedare that the prédiction which 
he had uttered many years previous, that the Prince 
of Bearn would be, at a future period, king of 
France, he had received from an astrologer and 
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mathematician» But even antécédent to the de- 
cease of the illustrious tennis^player, De Ro^y 
had pointed ont to Navarre that there existed but 
two out of thê many lives which barred his pos- 
session of the French crown ; that he was a child 
of destiny ; that, at his instigation, his nativity 
lïad been cast,Bnd that he would be the first Prince 
in Eorope. 

For De Rosny was but too well aware of the 
sluggîsh nature of the Bourbon ; and saw the ne-* 
cessity of urging him onward. He had been the 
principal adviser in the secret mission of De Ne- 
vailles, whose face was unknown in Paris, to the 
imprisoned monarch at the Louvre ; and when the 
captive escaped from his silken chains, and flew to 
Rochelle, De Rosny wrought upon the temper of 
the Prince till he produced the hero of Centras 
out of the voluptuary of the Parisian saloons« 

The death of D'Alençon increased the value of 
Baron's prédiction, and kept up the excitement of 
the monarch throughout the winter; he was scarcely 
ever seen otherwise accoutred than in his military 
harness, and at the head of his mounted arquebu- 
siers. But though the early spring saw the Prince 
push forward his forces into the heart of the king- 
dom, even to the central province of Auvergne; 
he forced no strong position— fought no battles — 
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but loitered «bout the province Uke one bewitched. 
His predicting councillor, thougb a brave nan, 
oecupied but a sabordinate post in the armies of 
tbe Huguenots» andemployed himself chiefly in the 
ânancial department — drawing supplies from ail the 
reformed cities and provinces, and preparing a train 
of artillery, as Navarre was almost destitute of ôrd*- 
nanoe. 

But when the month of May showed Valois a 
fugitive from his capital, and De Rosny çaw that 
that event made no impression on the monarch 
encamped amid the mountains of Auvei^e, he 
felt convinced that Navarre had fallen into a 
State of lethargy, or was occupied in some trifling 
amour. 

In conséquence of this impression he hastened 
to the Navarrese camp, and arrived there about 
the same time that Margaret had taken possession 
of D'Usson. The Bourbon made excuses to his 
councillor, for his dilatoriness, saying that he had 
been long waiting for an opportunity to surprise 
the fortress. De Rosny as well as the other Hu- 
guenot chief$ wereanxious to know how their leader 
would act with respect to his neighbour and con* 
sort; they were ail bitter enemies to Margaret and 
her Mother, and were consequently oveijoyed to 
bear that he did not in tend taking advantage of 
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his relation with the présent cliatelaine of D'U&- 
son, to renew their Ul-matched and firuitless union. 
But as there was every prospect of Valois dying 
without issue, even if he were not eut off speedily 
by violence, the friends of Navarre were anxious 
that their chief should not die childless, as was 
to be appfehended from his présent séparation 
from his consort, and they recommended, that he 
should propose a divorce to Margaret, who would 
consent to it more readily while only Queen of 
Navarre, than she would if her brother's decease 
placed her husband on the throue of France. 

After several weeks' delay, Navarre, acting on 
the suggestions of his friends, proposed a confér- 
ence with his Queen which was acceded to ; suid 
at which she gladly assented to a divorce &om a 
marriage which had been forced on her, and at a 
time when her heart was lacerated with grief. De 
Nevailles had already left D'Usson, but Roque- 
laure drew up the conditions, on the fulfilment of 
which, her Majesty promised to consent to the 
divorce, and which had relation to dowries, allot- 
ments of lands, and other provisions, their estent 
contingent on the succession of Henry to the 
throne of Valois. 

As Margaret was a fevourite with the pries!- 
hood, having founded sever^ religions houses on 
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certain lands bequeathed her by her royal father^ 
she ventured to dispatch an emissary to Rome to 
propitiate his Holiness to grant a divorce; she sent 
other messengers to her clérical friends to second 
her appeal at the Holy See. 

Thus did ail three parties, the Huguenots, the 
King, and the Queen of Navarre, heartîly agrée on 
the divorce; but eadi had private and potential 
reasons unknown, ^r at least, undeclared, to the 
others. 

While the négociation with Margaret was pend- 
ing, the proclamation of Valois arrived for the as- 
sembly of the States at Blois, m the September 
ensuing. Visions of peace now floated befbre thé 
imaginations of the Hi^uenots ; and as the three 
parties which divided the kingdom were supposed 
té be about equal in strength, it was believéd, that 
an end would be put to their mutual différences, 
aiid articles of concord agreed to. 

Ere the time arrived for the assembling of the 
deputies, a letter was brought to Na\'arre by a con- 
fidentâal agent of Catherine, requesting him, as we 
hâve bèfere related, to urge the Huguenot noblesse 
to «end représentatives to the States ; and that the 
deputies chosen should be secretly entrusted by his 
Majesfy with credentials to conclude a treaty of 
alliance with the French court as a mutual protecr 
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tion against the treacherous deâignaof the Protector 
of the League. 

It was this request which bad brought De Ro^y 
and De Grammont to the court at Bioû, where 
they arrived privately a month previoas to die 
meeting of the Tiers-^Etat. Catherine, who was 
determined to be prepared for the moat disastrous 
resuit, persuaded them to write to Navarre to con- 
centrate his forces as near as possible to Blois, 
without inducing a necessity on her part of order- 
ing her marshals to proceed against them. This 
measure was acceded to; and De Rosny pressed 
her Majesty to sign the treaty ; but she contrived 
to put aside his demands without committing her- 
self to a decided refusai to complète the alliance. 

It was this double dealing which had so exasper- 
ated the rough De Grammont, and determined 
him to quit the city, irom which résolve, as we 
bave before intimated, he only relented at the 
pressing instance of De Roffliy. But the Baron, 
calmer, subtler, and a superior diplomatist, tfaough 
exceedingly annoyed at the duplicity of Catherine, 
fretted his imagination to invent a scheme of policy 
which would prevent the Huguenots being cajoled 
by our lady of the Louvre. 

In this dilemma, he wrote to De Nevailles to 
hasten to Blois, convinced that he was the only 
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man who could influence her Majesty, and pro- 
nùsing tbat a safe conduct should meet him on the 
journey — and tbat in the eventof Catherine giving 
way to her rage» when she disoovered his identity 
with the loBt Villa Franca, that he would offer up 
his own life, in expiation of her revençe. 

The letter reached the diplomatist al his diatea^, 
but he shook his head at the contents, and dedined 
the office. He saw only a prospect of firesh dangers 
and the récurrence of a course of action, for which 
he would be afterwards blamed by the ungrateful 
friends who had solidted his services. 

De Rosny was in despair when he received the 
reply, but determined to put up with no refusai in 
a matter which concemed so closely the fortunes 
of the Huguenots — ^for he foresaw that a union 
between the French court and Navarre would be 
the only means of vanquishing the Protector of the 
League, and bringing about peace — he wrote to 
his Majesty concerning the refusai of the Baron. 

But in the meanwhile, Margaret, who had \^en 
surprised at the hasty departure of De Nevi^lles 
firom D'Usson, and no less at the grief which 
Emilie could not longer conceal, questioned her on 
the cause, and having brought her proteffée to a 
confession, assured her that the heart of the Baron 
had never been estranged from her ; and that hé 
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would» after a while, return a pénitent knight to 
solicit pardon for his absence, and a remission of 
the continuance of his punishment 

But finding that the dismissed lover did not 
return. to the feet of his mistress, and having her- 
self need of his services, for his Holiness required 
that the Queen-mother should be consulted on the 
matter of the divorce, she wrote to the Baron 
requesting him to proceed to Blois, and endeavour 
to induee Catherine to consent to her final sépara- 
tion from Navarre, — ^adding cunningly, that Emilie 
joined with her in this request; and that as he had 
kept faithfuUy the secrets of the Queen-mother, he 
had nought to apprehend from her anger. 

" I differ with you entirely, Madame,** ex- 
daimed De Nevailles, when he had finished the 
perusal of the letter; — "her Majesty will be 
shocked to discover that her riches were in the 
keeping of an enemy — she will gloat over their 
recovery— and Iode up the casket safely in her o^rn 
archives I But nevertheless I must go ! Chance has 
ever befriended me, and may be my guardian-deity 
once more.'* 

He had scarcely made this résolve when a long 
and urgent epistle, or command, arrived from his 
liège, conjuring him to aid De Rosny in carrying 
into exécution the meditated alliance. The Baron 
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wrote a eonsenting reply, and after sevenil days' 
preparatioD, started for Blois. 
. Two days previous to the opening of the States^ 
our pair of Huguenots were seen issuing from the 
cabinet of the Qaeen-mother, after an interview, 
which had ended like every other attempt, un- 
satisfactorily. De Grammont, the taller of the 
two, had long past the meridian of life, yet re- 
tained the strength and carriage of a warrior; — 
his features were harsh and inflexible, and his dress 
carelessly arranged and void of décoration. De 
Rosny displayed as little taste as his friend in 
his habiliments, which were, however, adorned 
with jewels of considérable value; — ^for the politic 
wisdom of the Baron had taught him the advan- 
tages resulting from a regard to personal economy. 
When he renioved the jewelled cap from his brow, 
he displayed features characteristic of intelligence 
rather than enthusiasm, only indicated by the 
brightness of his eyes when excited in the ardour 
of discourse. His deportment was naturally dig^ 
nified, but betrayed to close observers, a gratuitous 
aifectation of lordly bearing, for which there was 
not the least occasion, as he had neither lowness 
of btrtb to conceal or ignorance to hide. 
• '' Shall we not seek Father Anselm ?" cried 
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De Grammont, observing that his companion was 
tBking a contrary direction. 

^* Âye ! to disclose to him the light of day, 
when he should remain in darkness!*' replied 
De Rosny in a low voice and reproving tone; — > 
^^ but never mind what the oid tigress and her 
cub hâve said; they must fijl into our arms at 
last, or Notre Dame de Louvre^ as she is pro&nely 
called, wiil sadly over-reach herself ; — let us walk 
in the gardens which will one day belong to our 



master." 



With this request, the other oomplied; and as 
they bad been admitted to the palace often enough 
to be acquainted with its interior, they tonùd their 
way without assistance through several suites of 
rooms; and crossing a corridor, emerged on a 
balcony suspended along the exterior of that side 
of the palace which overlooked the gardons, and 
which was placed at a right-angle with the course of 
the Loire, over whose western track, in its joumey 
to the océan, the eye of the spectator wandered. 

De Rosny and his friend stopped to gaze on 
the magnificent scène spread out beneath them. 
The forest of Blois, the winding river, and the 
forest of Chambord on the opposite bank, with 
part of its superb palace, built by Francis the 
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First, formed the grander éléments of the prospect, 
whieh was dotted throughout with innumerable 
chateaus and convents of the varions religions 
orders, which in this, as in every other district of 
France, save within the quarters of the Huguenots, 
who had dismantled ail within their reach, were 
very numerous. 

^^ Those cowle'd thieves swarm hère as thickly 
as the bées in the gardens of Pau," cried De 
Grammont, ^^ yet why should the reformation be 
confined to a few provinces? With God's help, 
matin and v.espers, the host and its idolâtries, shall 
in a future âge, be forgotten words from the 
Pyrénées to the Rhîne." 

^^ I say, Amen ! to such a hope," replied De 
Rosny; " but let us recoUect we are now labour- 
iog to that end, and must fix our eyes steadily 
on each day's purpose, and forget the glorious 
accomplishment in the means. We are humble 
iofitrun^ents of a Divine will, and our looks must 
be humble. — Blood will be spilt soon." 

" Mine has been spilt for many a year," rejoined 
the Count. 

*^ Aye, but I mean signally ! not in the tented 
field, but in the crowded hall, or the dainty banquet- 
room, or mayhap," continued De Rosny, ^^ in the 
assembly of the States itself." 

12 
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<^ And whose blood ?" murmured De Grammont, 
with somewliat of an incredulous smile. 

" Whose !" exclaimed the Baron, " is it not pal- 
pable? — Walk hither, lest some one be within 
hearing. ï tell thee what, cousin and fellow- 
labourer, and mark my words ! — either Guise 
will kill the King, or the King will kill the 
Duke." 

^^ Ah ! your sharp eyes hâve shadowed out a plot 
then !" whispered the Count, grasping the arm of 
his friend ;— ^^ but it matters not to me which falls, 
for both must go to make room for our.liege." 

" Bravely spoken, cousin," whispered the other, 
" you grow more discerning. It does not matter 
which^ you say. Bravo, well spoken : — but it does 
matter which ! — yet let us not even whisper so 
close to stone-walls, but retire to the trees, or 
I might say, statues and terminij for stone is 
more plentiful than wood in the gardens of Notre 
Dame de Louvre^ 1 like to repeat that pro- 
fanity." 

At the iieirther end of the balcony was a flight of 
steps, which conducted the visitor into the gardens 
without the necessity of his re-entering the palace 
^-a noble contrivance, as it afforded the inmates 
in their progress to the sylvan beauties of the 
Château de Biais, a grander view of the wide- 
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spiread scène, than they would bave gained by 
issuing from the palace from the rez-^-chatusée 
beneath. 

By thèse stairs the two friends descended into 
the upper gardens, from which a gallery and stair- 
case led into the lower, which were distinct from 
the former, by reason of the abrupt des^ent of 
the ground as it approached the banks of the 
river. From a paved circular space ornamented 
with statuary, seve^ noble avenues branched out, 
each terminated by some object of the architect 
or sculptor's skili. 

" Let us attempt to carry that classic temple," 
said De Rosny, entering the most retired avenue ; 
— " it cannot make a very stout résistance, we 
shall there be free from eaves-droppers." 

<^ It matters materially, Count," continued his 
friend as they walked up the broad avenue, 
" whether the King kîU Guise, or Guise kill his 
Majesty of France — and for this reason. If Guise 
kill the King, no one will be found to revenge 
his death ; and the arch traitor will live to occupy 
the throne of right belonging to our own liège 
lord — but if Valois kill the Duke, the priests will 
kill his Majesty, and so revenge the slaughter of 
their chief. Thus the road will be open to the 
King of Navarre, who will carry the sceptre jure 

VOL. III, H 
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divino. It is scarcely accounted a secret that the 
iQCHiks bave already made an attempt on the life 
of Valois — perhaps more than one — and his Ma- 
jesty holds himself very privately, ont of the reach 
of strangers in conséquence. Ah ! no ! they 
would not let him escape, if his fingers were con- 
cerned,in the death of the Protector of the Leagne. 
They may even achieve their purpose without 
snch excitement — ^but I hope not — ^for we should 
then stand in the same predicament as if Guise had 
done the aet" 

" But you hâve not yet told me, Baron," ob- 
served De Grammont, ^* what are the signs by whîch 
you dare predicate such an out-burst of man's will. 
I eau neither dream nor prophesy, and am per- 
haps duU-eyed, eyen to those things which lie about 
me. You hear a' sigh or a moan, or perceive a 
shudderj perhaps, — ^and upstarts a picture of de- 
struction to distract your vision !" 

" Out-bursts of raan's will ! — as you designate 
them>" replied De Rosny, calmly, *^never distract 
ray vision. Nothîng moves me but the wretched 
state of Navarre's finances — ^money is the sprîng 
and war-horse of chivalry. I hâve soW the growth 
of fJl my thîck well-stocked plantations to place 
our army on a respectable footing — ^and 1*11 make 
the Catholics repay me." 

8 
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<^ Wlten Navarre sits enthroned in the Louvre, 
he wiU not ferget us,'' sakl Grammont; ^ but you 
hâve forgotten the sdgns! — are they suck as a plain 
soldier like myself can fi^kion into a forthcoming 
truth?" 

*^ StQce I bave been in thîs most idolatrous eity," 
n^lied the Bar<»i, ^^where even the masa-ridden 
artisan prétends that he speaks a purer dialeet 
^n us of the purest blood of France, I hâve seen 
Valois every day. I hâve noted those shrugs and 
starts, and compressions of the eyebrows — ^they 
used to be arched and expansive — and I glean 
faam thèse signsy that his mind is in kibour, and 
will bring forth a sharp-toothed dragon, which wili 
dart ils sting unawares into its parenfs foe — and 
then sink eoivardly into the earth ! Valois is mad 
— ^mad with an imprisoned wiil !" 

^*l can discern a glimpge of meaning," ex- 
elaimed Grranffiiont, smiling^ ^'but I cannot see 
througk your image clearer tkan did our gracions 
liège wken you plaeed before kim a sckeme ' for 
tke ecmsolidation of the Navarrese revenues !" 

^^ Corne ! corne ! cousin De Grammont," cried 
the Baron good-humouredly^ <^wit ought not to 
orîginate in ignorance and defective perception. 
We hâve botb need of it against that bantering 
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*^ sceptre and eowl ! helmet and tonsure ! pike 
and crosier ! Thus is the throne of Cfaarleinagne 
bound to the rotten sanctuaries of bigotry and 
cruelty." 

" Even 80,^ replied De Rosny» " but Valois is 
himself ashamed of yonder work. Catherine, with 
an affectation of making me her confidant in a 
little disclosure, said that his Majesty had made 
a grant to the Capudiins of the land, and they 
evinced their gratitude by sending half their bre- 
thren to join the army of monks at the affair of 
the barricades." 

^^ True ! they wanted the ehateau ilself/' Sfid 
the Count, ^^ but look, the balcony of the castle is 
crowded with dames and gaUants — ^we need bkM; 
enter the palace amid a shower (tf jibes aod smiks, 
as harmless as snow, but quite as annoying. Let us 
walk by this stagnant puddle — an emblem of yon 
spider's-nest. Father Anselme may hâve recdired 
advice of the arrivai of De NeraiUes." 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 



Est-ce Narcisse qui aima 
L'eau qui sa face consomma, 
Amoureux de sa beauté vaine ! 

EpITAPH on THE COUNT DE QuELUS. 



Amid the death-struggling of dynasties, and the 
fierce contentions for supremacy; when tlirones 
wfaich hâve grown andent in the eye of the world 
are tottering beneath die blows of new powers and 
aothorities, the voice of mirth and gaiety is stiU 
heard in the pauses of the stonn. Slaughter succeeds 
festival, and festival snceeeds slaughter — ère the 
dying hero or partisan draws his last breath, the 
war-note whieh proclaimed his doom is hushed 
by the tinkling cymbal of Terpsiehore ; the shîft- 
ing panorama of life changes from the battle*field 
to the illuminated saloon ; the orchestra strikes up 
a fresh tune ; and human figures Ait round in a 
mazy ring. 

Coutras ! De Joyeuse ! thèse are but names 
floating in memory ! yet they may again become 
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realities ! But in the interval, Catherine De 
M edicis holds her court in the kingly city — in its 
proud palace ! The grand hall is more lustrons than 
day ! It breathes an atmosphère of light ! Music is 
borne floating from distant saloons to the guests of 
royalty. 

AU the chivalry and beauty of France, which had 
continued faithful to the house of Valois, were 
congregated in the superb hall of the palace. 
Guise and his adhérents were left to hrood over 
their schemes, and thicken their treason, forgotten 
for one night by the gay revellers. 

Amid the gallants who graced the fête of the 
Queen-mother, none were more conspicuous than 
the Count De Quelus, the knight of the green 
cuirass. In the tented field he was but a star of 
secondary importance ; his stature was overrèached 
— ^his bravery equalled — his skill surpassed; but in 
the saloon, he was unrivalled. The Count was 
rather . bélow than above the ordinary height ; 
slenderly proportioned — too much so for the taste 
of the âge — had not his limbs been moulded so 
harmoniously in youthful symmetry that critici^m 
was silenced even in the mouth of thç hardy war- 
rior, or the fair dame, taught to regard a giant 
stature as the beau-idol of manhood. His features 
regular in contour and aristrocratic in expression. 
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were pale — destitute both of the rustic glôw of 
healtb, and the habituai flush of the soldier — a 
fault inexcusable in the eyes of D'Usez and the 
ladies of the court. 

The Count \vas apparelled in a doublet and 
nether dress, which displayed his figure to the best 
advantage ; he was decorated with the three orders 
of the King; — the toison d^or^ or golden fleece, 
which accrued to the house of Valois by the acqui- 
sition of Burgundy — ^the «rder of St. Michael; 
and lastly, the badge of the Holy Ghost, a dove in 
the centre of golden radii. 

Yet notwithstanding his élégant shape, décora- 
tive jewels, and graceful movements, De Quelus 
was not a favourite with the ladies of Catherine's 
court. Whether it was their fault, — a resentment 
evinced towards one who had invaded their pro- 
vince by a more than ordinary attention to per- 
sonal economia^ — or whether an exquisite is too 
much in love with himself to pay those devoirs to 
the sex which they hold as lawful prérogative, — we 
cannot say ; but can only regret that many a 
gallant less deserving of ladies* regards, was more 
favonred than the Count. 

We are not certain, however, but that his ill- 
suceess partly arose from a secret contempt, felt 
rather than seèn, which he entertained ^;ainst his 
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friends of both sexes. He had spent mueh time in 
the gayest Italian cities, and had contracted a paiw 
tiality for their fashions, and more refined tone of 
intercourse. With the ladies of Italy he had been 
avowedly a favourite; and their style of beauty 
and conversation prepared him for the distaste 
which he felt for his countrywomen. 

The grâces of civilization had not as yet, 
rendered the L#ouvre equal to the ItaHan courts in 
politeness ; and De Quelus, upon his return, being 
gifted in a superior degree with the accomplish- 
ments of the land of his sojourn, became a re- 
former, and gained obloquy thereby, rather than 
admiration. 

The festival was, indeed, the occasion of his 
fîrst appearance among the gay créatures of the 
court, sînce thé fatal journée de Cautras. The 
wounds received in attempting to rescue De 
Joyeuse, had forced the Count to remain many 
months in retirement at his estâtes ; and which he 
had only quitted to attend the assembly of the 
States, having been elected a deputy by the 
noblesse of Languedoc, who were, like himself, 
favourable to the reigning dynasty. 

The chief idea or image présent to the mind of 
De Quelus, was his own trim person, in the adom- 
ing and taking care of which, consisted his prin* 
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cTpal stady. Not tbat the outward frame of flesh 
and blood which glittered in hall and bower to the 
admiration of beholders, was cherished by its owner 
to the entire forgetfulness of the spiritual portion 
of his nature ; but mental accompiishments were 
euldvated not for the sake of displaying an élégant 
mind) but on account of the bodily grâce which 
aecompanied their outward volitions. The body in 
lact was not complète without a mind which couki 
direct it harmoniously. 

Even military renown was of inferior importance 
to the ambition of a gracefol carnage^ and a person 
comme il faut. The Count had been laughed at 
by D'Usez and her train for his pale complexion ; 
but though he secretly despised the Duchess, yet 
vanity, like ambition and other feelings of the 
same generic character, is forced to seek its food 
in the smDes of contemned inferiors ; so our knight 
of the fimdful cuirass resolved to remedy the im- 
puted fault* Hardy exercise imparts a healthy 
glow to the eomplexion, said the Count : — and he 
joined the gaudy armament of De Joyeuse. But 
the stem pikemen of the Huguenot army dispelled 
the flattering vision of roseate cheeks ; De Quelus 
exiled himself from the Louvre for awhile in 
despair, and now presented himself at Blois with 
his usual pale Italian hue. 

h6 
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The air of the lively Coranto had jufit ceased, 
and the guests were quitting the arena of the dance, 
when oiir knight of three orders found himself 
entangled in the meshes of D'Usez's wit. Un- 
awares, he had dropped into a little circle, coa- 
sisting of the Duchess, the Marshal De Biro», 
Mademoiselle D'Ëntragues, I>Espenion and his 
giddy wife, and Alphonso De Corso, an Itaiian 
gentleman, a follower of his countrywoman^ Cathe^ 
rine. 

*' Nay, Monseigneur ! do not run away," cried 
Madame, ^^ we were but just now talking of your 
absence from our despairing eyes/* 

" Yes !" added the forward D'Entragues ; " and 
^e likened you to a gueldres-rose/' 

" What ! afraid ?" exclaimed Alphonso, staying 
the departing Count. 

^< I am not afraid, as you so faeetiously express 
yourself in the brevity of your country's wit," 
replied De Quelus; '^but Madame coUects her 
power as boys do snow — so let it content her — ^the 
bail will be increased during my absence — ^I will 
bear the shower manfiiUy when next we meet." 

De Corso was about to reply, when a slight buzz 
of voices was heard near the hall-door; and upon 
the friends of D'Usez looking in that direction, 
they beheld a lady entering the hall, who immedî- 
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ately attracted ail eyes to herself. Such an en- 
sbrinement of sîmplicity in a form so sweetly 
vblttptuous, they had never seen before. The fair 
uAknown's dress was much simpler than the rich 
dkplay of her compeers ; her care seemed to hâve 
been directed to her hair only, which was înter- 
mixed Mrith gems glittering in their shady élément; 
she was in company with another of long standing 
at the court, and whose polished air contrasted 
strongly with the perceptible provincial bearing of 
h^r companion. ; 

A smile of triumph sat on the lips of De 
Quelus, which D'Usez perceived as she turned 
to hef own circle after watching the course of the 
fair coiàet There was some asperity in the tone 
with whièb she addressed the fastidious noble. 

" Well, Monseigneur, you seem to hâve re- 
covered your self-possession : may we know the 
method of your cure ?" 

<^ As simple as myself, Madame/' replied the 
Count, " I was indulging in a mère suggestion, 
whether the crescent-moon be not jealous of the 
eveniny-star." 

" The crescent moon, Count," retorted the 
Duehess, ^^ fears no stars, and is obnoxious only to 
the gloomy clouds which lurk about her sky, threat- 
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ening moon» stars, aiid every tbing else that is 
bright" 

^^ And yet one cannot call Monseigneur 
gloomy/' observed D'Entragues, in her pert mali- 
cious style, breaking the veil of D'Usez's metapbor, 
*' with those diamonds on bis breast. If he be 
indeed, a cloud, be is one tumed inside ont." 

Tbis abrupt remark of the provincial dame 
produced a gênerai laugb in tbe circle, which 
made De Quelus very angry; he smiled as openly 
as the close contact of bis double row of teeth 
would aUow bim. 

De Biron, wbo bad been watching tbe stranger 
lady during tbis contention, and wbo was now 
approacbing near tbeir group, said — 

<< I must speak to tbe fair Ârcadian, and inquire 
what news from Arcady or tbe vale of Tempe. 
She wants but a spear to be a Tbessalian huntress, 
or Dian berself." 

** I wish she bad one," ezclaimed D'Entragues, 
" you, Marsbal, sbould set the faîr buntress tbe 
task of encountering that savage lion," (tbe malî- 
cious speaker looking, wbile speaking, at De 
Quelus) " now showing bis teeth/' 

De Biron was disappointed, bowever, for tbe 
Cardinal Du Perron, and a Polisb nobleman in 



TI^E DATS OF THE LEAGuk. 159 

a dress trimmed with ricK fur, engag«d the lady 
in conversation. The Count meanwhile retreated 
fr(»a die présence of kk friends that he might 
gaze in silence on the rustio beauty; he would 
gladly hâve leamed her name, but asking such a 
question of any ose was to the fisistidioas noble 
a procédure too vulgar for his refined taste ; he 
felt that he could look upon her till he had read 
her title, fortune, and feelings in her face. Yet 
was she a simple maiden déficient in the courtly 
ease which the Count so highly prized. 

^< Ah ! De Quelus has left us," exclaimed the 
Duchess, <' he is as morose as De Bouillon in his 
penitential robe, and deprived of a dinner." 

" Poor De Bouillon has just died at Geneva, 
among the heretics," said D'Espernon, ^^ and left 
his sister heiress of the sovereign dukedom; a 
rare prize for some one of our friends ! the bad 
Calvinistic fare must hâve killed him." 

*' He was as effeminate in his eating as De 
Quelus in dress," observed the Marshal. ^* Our 
brave Count, as I am told by a gentleman from 
Languedoc, since the recovery of his wounds, 
frightened the peasantry by riding about in the 
hooded penitential sack, to préserve his complexion 
from the tanning power of his country's sun. My 
friend once met him thus apparelled, riding at fuU 
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speéd, followed by his dogs ; and à first impression 
of the strange vision was derogatory to the priest- 
hood. He fancied the rider a poor monk, who 
had taken a gentleman unawares; having seized 
his jewelled cap, and plaeed it over his own cowl ; 
and that upon running away aiso with his horse, 
he was pursued by îts master's hounds." 

" And how did he recognise the Count?" said 
Alphonso. 

" By the fanciful shape of his boot,'* replied De 
Biron, amid a roar of laughter. 

The conversation was at this moment interrapted 
by a âourish of trumpets which announced the 
entry of their Majesties; Valois escorting his 
royal parent, attended by a train of ladies and 
courtiers. The Queen had thrown aside her plain 
sable dress, and was arrayed in a vestment of cloth 
of gold, a présent from the Grand Seignior to 
the French Ambassador at Constandnople, and 
by the latter presented to his royal mistress. It 
was overlaid by an arabesque pattem, formed 
entirely of precious stones, which catching the 
reflection of the many candelabras and ornamented 
lamps, made her almost too dazzling for eyes to 
look on ; her haïr was ornamented in the fashion 
of the âge with brilliant gems — ^and in front, above 
the forehead — by a star of large diamants. 
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Instandy conversation was suspended — ail the 
guests bowed to their MajçstieS) who advanced to 
the middle of the saloon. As the company stood, 
awaiting the royal movements, one of the pages 
in the, rear was nearly upset by Chicot, who came 
bouncing into the hall ; and aft^r surveying, with 
looks of astonishment, the position of the. guests — 
for^ the entry of the royal party had fixed them 
like so many statues after the first salutation — 
he.began a slow fantastic dance, kissing his hand 
to every .lady fis he passed by» till accidentally 
perceiving De Quelus, he paused with a look of 
adiairation at the' élégant figure of the noble, and 
after bowing profoundly, surveyed his own habili- 
ments and rather awkward person, with a despair- 
ing shake of the head. 

But presently he seemed to gather courage, 
and commenced adjusting himself à la Quelus, by 
throwing aside his thick hair— drawing tighter 
round his throat the coUar of a pink doublet — 
un^oing his sash, and tying itafresh, to the infinité 
mirth of the guests, after the manner of the Count, 
whose person he looked at, as if it were a mirror. 
But when his eye caught the jewelled dove glit- 
tering on the breast of the noble, he clapped his 
hand to his own bare doublet, and tuming round,, 
cast a piteous look toward Valois. He again sur- 
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yeyed tbe Count, and after another melancboly 
filiake of the head, retreated backward, incessantiy 
bowing to his model — va^ho took the whim in ex- 
cellent humour and without flinching, which quite 
disanned the ridicule— ^ill he was close to her 
Majesty, whom he would certainly hâve borne 
down with ail her splendour, had not the little 
froliesome page, whom he had previously ran 
against, placed himself on his hands and knees 
behind the jester. The fool was tumUed over, 
and lay on his back, sprawling at the Queen's 
feet 

Roars of laughter, in which royalty joined, 
foUowed the discomfiture of Chicot, who arose in 
8 bad humour, and slunk aside, but the little page 
ran after him ; and pointed, first, at the disordered 
rosette on the jester's shoe, and then at the trim 
feet of the Count Chicot turned angrily upon his 
tormentor; but the malidous boy lifted up both 
hmids to his curly head, and taking a flaxen lock 
in each, drew them out so as to represent thé 
symbolic ears of a fooPs crest; and after jerking 
his head from side to side in dérision, he put one 
foot on the other, and executing a neat twirl, lan 
away from the ire of Chicot, and screened him- 
self in the ample folds of her Majesty's train. 

This attack, after his own fashion, was too much 
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£or tibe stomachof the jester, and he retired silently 
to regain his courage and mirth. 

As had been remarked by De Rosny, there 
was a change in tbe appearanoe of Valms; a mys- 
terious déportaient, seemingly the resuit of a feel- 
ing whieh aliowed its possessor no repose; it 
eyinced its actiyity by fréquent and abrupt 
glanées; thèse were succeeded by fits of absence, 
in which he disregarded the attentions of the 
courtiers. The splendour by which he was envi- 
roned seemed irksome to him; though at intervais, 
he laughed immoderately, and at the most trifling 
objects. By the courte thèse symptoms were 
traced in part to their right source ; they were re-* 
garded as démonstrations of humiliated pride in 
having been driven from his capital, mingled with 
reflections on apparent eyil yet to corne. 

But his friends did not search deep enough; 
they had not the pénétration of the Huguenot en- 
voy ; and imagined only the disorder of the passion, 
Pride, when, indeed, a chorus of démons were 
plotting within his soûl. Even Catherine was de- 
ceived ; she could not attribute any daring schéme 
to the mild superstitions Henry, now that he sat 
again under the shelter and influence of her ae* 
tive will. But whatever might be working within 
14s mind, he did not make the Queen-mother a 



164 HENRI quatre; or, ' 

confidant; from which omission, we may présume 
he thought she would hâve tfawarted his policy. 

The guests after awhile resumed dancing; in 
the midst of which entered the Baron De Rosny 
and his friend De Grrammont, both seemingly 
muçh pleased with some secret source of delight. 
Heedless of. the attention which they attracted • to 
themselves by theîr marked difièrence of apparel, 
and carmage to the courtlier guests, the subtie 
Baron crossed the hall talking rapidly to the Count, 
as though they werein the council-chamber; while 
De Grammont, who was much taller, bent down in 
tlie attitude of listening; his rough military aspect 
and determined expression bringing to the memory 
of the maie portion of >the company the stetn en- 
counter at Coutras. Their position at Bloia^ as 
agents of -Navarre, couldnot be eoncealed; for, 
althôugh chosen deputies to the States, yet the 
rumour of certain conférences soon got wind, and 
further concealment was useless. To the surprise 
of the company, and the laughter of D'Usez, who 
said they must be suffering under the delusion of 
believing the hall to be her Majestés dabinet, 
they walked straight to the Queen, with whom 
they were immediately engaged in earnest conver- 
sation. 

During the coUoquy, Father Roquelaure, pre- 
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sumiog upon his laical character of envoy firom 
the Queen of Navarre, ventured to insinuate his 
giant-height into.the hall of gaiety. As soon as 
he was espied, there ensued almost a round of 
applause — certaînly a noise of greeting» of which, 
hé could not but be sensible — but nowise daunted, 
the cordelier strode over the space which had but 
now echoed the steps of the light bounding feet 
of beauty, and joined D'Espernon and the Mar- 
shal. 

But he was soon surrounded by the ladies, who 
eagerly demanded the latest news from D'Usson» 
and every particular eonnected with the Queen of 
Hearts ; whose dominion over the fashions of the 
era was now assumed by her friend D'Usez, 

Roquelaure was at first extremely circumspect 
in his replies, and spoke very guardedly of the 
conduct of the Queen of Navarre; but one 
question stimulated another — one reply necessi- 
tated a second, and he was gradually drawn into 
a history which he would fain hâve omitted. But 
the well-timed flattery of the &ir créatures arôund 
him — the ready laugh and accordant smile which 
echoed his replies, threw him ofF his guard ; and, 
forgetfid that the old governor of D'Usson was at 
Blois, seeking redress for the forcible acquisition 
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of the fortress, he pioceeded to depiet the misfor- 
tanes of the Marquis in so ludicrous a light, tbat 
ail were convulsed with laughter. To such a de- 
grée was lie urged on by the subtle courtiers and 
their £air coadjutors, that he forgot the due dis-" 
tinction between right and wrong, and fairly 
praised the Baron De Nevailles for his ability. 

" Yes !" exclaimed he, in reply to a remark of 
D'Entrs^ues, " he is the cleverest man in France !" 

" He is a foui cheat and a heretic ! and yet not 
many degrees worse than yourself!" shouted a 
voiee, which the cordelier, to his dismay, recog- 
nised to be that of the Marquis De Cœuvres. 

Consternation was visible in the features of Ro- 
quelaure, who was now alarmingly conrinced of 
his imprudence, and overheated excitation ; but to 
his malicious auditors, who had gradually wrought 
him to this state, the contretemps was accounted a 
happy and ludicrous inddent. 

When a crowd of patient listeners hear the Toice 
of a rival orator, or charlatan, or démagogue, be- 
yond the limits of their close circle, so greatly do 
they become prepossessed of the désire of giving 
every competitor a fair chance, that the section 
nearest the new aspirant invariably opens, and 
brings the two rivais into collision. So was it 
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în the présent instance» — aad Roquelaure found 
himself &ce to face with the indignant Marquis De 
Cœuvres* 

" If you wore not a garb of sanctity, Father 
Hypocrite," cried the Marquis, ^^ you should an* 
swer your ehuekling laughter with a death-rattle 
in your throat" 

" Monsieur le Marquis /" cried De Biron, " you 
forget that you are in the présence of the Queen 
©f France." 

«* I do ! I do ! Marshal !" said De Cœuvres, 
^' but her Majesty would pardon me ! I am calm ! 
I will await a juster triumph than threatening this 
wieked cordelier." 

The Marquis, who was the mojst loyal of subjects, 
was so moved by the appeal of the Marshal that 
he smothered his anger, and listened with appa- 
rent patience to an apology from the monk, who 
endeavoured, with the aid of a considérable share 
of rhetoric, to exculpate himself from any eo-ope- 
ratiou in the assumption of the fortress ; but, how- 
ever necessary this harangue might be for his own 
vindicati(Hi^ it was not listened to with half so 
much pleasure as his previous narrative. 

The cordelier, who had fared as ill as Chicot, 
retired equally discomfited from the arena of con- 
tention. While the Marquis, who was now joined 
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by the fair unknown — no other than fais daugfater 
Gabrielle, wfao had remained secluded in the pa- 
lace till this evening — ^became the centre of attrac- 
tion, which the old noble cruelly took advantage 
of, to tell many a stale anecdote of the first 
Francis and his gay court. But men might readily 
shut their ears while gazing on the gracefui rose of 
Cœuvres. 

After awhile, the Marquis, who had no great 
tact in political matters, and spoke his mind more 
readily than would at ail times hâve become a 
servant of Catherine, insisted that there had been 
a civil war in the streets of the city that very day; 
and for which he did not scruple to blâme the au- 
thorities. 

It was in truth at the commencement but a 
trivial affair, but might hâve grown, if De Biron 
had not luckily interposed the Swiss, into a serions 
encounter. A troop of the King's pages in their 
passage through the streets, met with several of 
the pages of the Protector of the League opposite 
the palace of Justice ! Angry, taunting words, en- 
sued, which were soon changed for the play of 
rapiers ; the pages of the Duke were reinforced by 
his partisans, and the fight was becoming gênerai 
when the Marshal arrived, and dispersed the com- 
batants. Both Guise and Valois were anxious 
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that the ïnatter shouM be hushed up, as such a 
pakry display of stren^h did not redound to the 
réputation of either; and especially as but one 
more day intervéned before the meeting^ of the 
Assembly. De Biron endeavoured to convince thé 
Marquis that the contention was beneath notice. 

** Ah f McTisieur le Maréchal !" exclaimed De 
Coeuvres, <^I heard the tumult, and I was in- 
fiMrmed that many gentlemen took part in the con- 
te0(. AU your friends now hère, were, no doubt^ 
engagea*'' 

^<Not I9 Monsieur, I assure you," said De 
Quelus, quiokly; — <<if it had happened two bours 
earli^, I should hâve been glad of the moming 
exercise, but I ne ver touch a rapier, if I can 
belp it, after dinner." 

>' It must hâve been a troop of market-women 
singing, whioh Monseigneur heard as he lay in 
bed," said Mademoiselle D'Entragues. 

*^ Mon DieuP* exclaimed De Cœuvres; market- 
women would not hâve sheltered themselves be- 
hind a breast*work of cabbages, which, I am told, 
the retainers of the Duke of Guise did in the mar- 
ketrplace* Perhaps Mademoiselle can inform me 
what women can.know about the stratagems of 
wasfare.!' . . 

"Oh! more than you are aware of Monsieur!? 

VOL. III. I 
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cried De Biron, detennined upon silenciogthefool- 
ish garrulous old noble, '^ but there is this differ-^ 
ence — ^men often venture in front of their breast* 
Works, while women always keep close bebind 
them." 

This well-timed sally produced the intended ef- 
fect ; the group were agitated with laughter ; and 
the Duchess D'Espemon, who had quitted the 
cirele that she might gaze more closely at the pair 
of monsters, as she called them, who had engrossed 
the ear of majesty, now retumed to communicate 
to her friends that the notorious Baron De Ne- 
vailles, in prapriâ personây was at that instant in 
the palace, having just arrived from the country 
south of the Loire with instructions from his liège 
the King of Navarre. 

" Thank Heaven !" cried De Cœuvres, " I will 
now charge the Baron to his &ee !" 

^< That you may do in a very short time, Mon- 
sieur," said the consort of D'Espemon, <*her 
Majesty, who is extremely anxious to behold one 
so celebrated by his own party, has intimated a 
désire for his appearance in the hall, if he be not 
too much fatigued." 

• '< Is he like Baron De Rosny ?" asked D'En- 
tragues addressing De Cœuvres, who was evi- 
dently much excited by the news. 
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^< Thèse heretics are ail alike, Mademoiselle," 
replied the Marquis, ^^ either smooth-faced rogues, 
or grim-looking troopers. Quite wild beasts — 
ciuming foxes or surly wolves — I assure you ! No 
Christian feeling at ail in them — ^mere robber- 
chiefe, whom it behoves good Catholics to put 
down with a strong arm !" 

Expectation was at its height when it was 
known that the Queen had invited the heretie 
enyoy to her présence ; ail were desirous of see- 
ing one who, in addition to his services in the 
cause of the Huguenots^ had won so much upon 
the friendship of the Queen of Navarre, as to be 
entrusted by her with the most important secrets. 
PubKc famé had reported the Baron to hâve passed 
his life--or at least his youth, for he was not as yet 
advanced beyond the opening career of manhood 
— ^among Genevese doctors, itinérant Huguenot 
preadiers,andtherough unpolished partisans of the 
heretie house of Bourbon and Navarre. Can such 
an éducation hâve rendered him aught but dis- 
agreeaMe to the voluptuous Margaret? was the 
question aèked of each other by the courtiers of 
Valois. 

The dance was suspended — the music which 
floated firom the adjoining saloon fell idly on 
the ear unlistened to — the guests disposed in 

I 2 
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groups over the entire extent of the hall, gra- 
dually drew near to majesty» that they nught 
witness the expected exhibition. A Bpectator en- 
tering. for the first time would hâve «urmi^ed die 
existence or approach of some dreadful calamity; 
a royal headache or &inting-fit, or mayhap, the 
busy ealm which ensues upon the receipt of un<- 
welcome intelligence ; — the loss of a province or a 
kingdom* 

Madame D'Usez took her station by the side of 
Catherine, who was seated in a chair of state placed 
for her accommodation close against the ti^estry 
which covered the entire extent of the wall. On 
her left hand sat Valois in a less ostentations 
chair; near him stood Villeroi, De Biron, and 
M. De Miron, the royal physidan ; on the right 
hand of her Majesty, and peeping over the shoul*' 
der of D'Usez, was seen the expressive features 
of the Princess de Condé, who looked upon Ae 
scène fîrom her retreat, with the eyes of an 
artiste. 

Curiosity was strung to its utmost pitch, when . 
Davila, with a face more expressive than usiial, 
entered the hall, folio wed by the Navarrese am- 
bassador and his fîriends. De Grammont and De 
Rosny, who had retired froin the royal présence to . 
escort him to the foot of the throne* Whatever '- 
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fatigue the fanctionary might hâve undergone in 
his journey, it had left no traces of its existence 
on the manly features which met the gaze of ail 
eyes ; neither had it been permitted to put in a 
langroid plea for an ill-arranged liabit and neglected 
pérson. The ambassador had been allowed time 
to array himself with the utmost care. He was 
dre^ed in a suit of blaek, clasping his handsome 
figure from throat to heel with the compactness of 
sartorial skill; nor was the sable eolour allowed 
to deepen into a gloom unbefitting the occasion ; 
the laced friU around the neck — ^the dark sash of 
Jace spangled with ornaments of jetty lustre — 
the sword-belt studded with diamonds, and vying 
in briiUancy with a dagger worn at the side, both 
hilt and scabbard lustrons with the same rare 
stones — a kingly présent to an ancestor of the 
ambassador — and the sword itself, with its shining 
hilt and sheath of velvet — rescued the person of 
Monseigneur from the charge of gloominess. 
. As he stepped gracefuUy across the saloon, it 
seemed as though the breath of ail the guests 
was suspended — a calm, unnatural yet impressive, 
reigned throughout— ^md silence was only broken 
by the echoing tread of the martial .De Gram- 
mont, who strode after his light-heeled friend, as 

i3 
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a gaoler in the footsteps of one whose heart k 
lîght wîth newly-granted liberty. 

But the wonder, of which this silence had been 
the mute symbol, waa of a sudden voice-gifted, 
and there arose a discordant chorus of exclama* 
tions of surprise, which almost drowned the noise 
caused by the violent movement of her Majesty, 
who rushed from her chair of state. 

When the momentary wondermeht, and as it 
were confiised vision of the spectators had jpassed 
away, they beheld the ambassador kneeling before 
the Queen, who seemed scarcely able to coniain 
the violent émotions which agitated her frame, and 
which caused her to move rapidly to and fro before 
the envoy. The court, which had equal cause of 
wonder with its mistress, trembled for the safety 
of the kneeling suppliant, who was exposed to the 
threatened fury of a woman, whose anger was too 
great to allow her either to speak or stand stili. 

The ambassador, wîthout attempting to rise, pre- 
sentedhis credentials toher Majesty; and De Biron, 
anxious to perform a service to his former protégé^ 
took the letter from his hands, and gave it to the 
Queen. Darting a glance of anger at the envoy 
of Navarre, she snatched the paper from the Mar- 
shal ; but had no sooner uttered the words : ^^ Well- 
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belbved Baron," than she flung it with scom to the 
ground, and tuming her back on the still kneelîng 
noble, commenced talking earnestly to her son. 

Meanwhile, the Marquis De Cœuvres, who, as 
he imagined, rightly understood the cause ol this 
most bitter insuit, approached her Majesty with a 
heart almost overcome with gratitude. He bowed; 
and she ceased speaking to Valois. 

" Your Majesty," exclaimed the old govemor, 
in a tone of deep-felt thankfulness, yet ludicrous 
from its mistaken impulse; <^has made me the 
happiest of mortals. This, indeed, is compensation 
for my loss ! But though his treacherous behaviour 
at D'Usson merits your anger — yet I pray you, 
now that my honour is satisfied — that you will not 
forget his character as représentative of the King 
of Navarre, whom I do not wish slighted for my 
sake !" 

Catherine looked at the Marquis for a few mo- 
ments with surprise — but her features gradually 
relaxed, and she burst into one of her habituai fits 
of excessive laughter. 

" For your sake ! O mon Dieu /" cried the 
Queen, when her émotion had in some degree sub- 
sided. 

Laughter is contagious, though it needed not the 
aid of sympathy to induce the guests to foUow the 

I 4 
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example of Catherine ; it was impossible to thikk 
for a moment of the vain error of Monsieur le Mar^ 
quis without mirth ; it was equally imposable to 
behold his mingled astonishment and alarm at her 
Majest/s reply, without being as much oonvulised 
as royalty. 

Valois, who. beheld only an enemy of his enemy, 
in the person of the Baron De Nevailles, took pity 
on his humiliating posture, and commanded him to 
rise ; and in order to wipe away, as much as pos- 
sible, the disgrâce he had suffered, entered into 
conversation with the Baron. 

^^ Behold our trusty councillor," exelaimed 
Catherine, sarcastically. — <^ Our sfood friends must 
excuse our émotion L meeting with a long 1«* 
friendr 

And with thèse words her Majesty, after salut- 
ing De Nevailles haughtily, left the hall with her 
ladies. 

Notwithstanding the angry display of the Queen, 
it was her pride which had been chiefly wounded, 
and which had caused the violent outburst of rage. 
It was not her interest to quarrel with Navarre or 
his friends at the présent moment, — and the Baron 
knew this as well as herself, — ^indeed, her critical 
position with the Leaguers, caused her to be 
delighted with the idea of holding the Huguenots 



THE DAYS OP THE LEAGUE. 177 

more oldsely in her grasp by the présence of the 
anticipaiked envoy — ^and had he gone throi^ the 
ceremony of a privai audience, it is possible iris 
réception would hâve been very différent 

Bat to meet in the. face of the whole court the 
heretic Baron De Nevailles — and to discover at 
one ghmce that she had been duped and deceived 
— ^that her pretended adviser and councillor, the 
adroit Villa Frmica, so pure in his religions faith, 
so bound up in the interests of his royal mistress, 
and 80 deeply in her confidence — was the same in- 
dividual with the noted enemy of the Catholics, 
the daring abettor in the escape of Navarre, and 
one of the heroes of Coutras — was wormwood. 
Either herself or the Baron must be humiliated — 
and to permit him to corne insolently to Blois, and 
outbrave her anger in her own palace, was not to 
be endured — the lightning of her rage vindicated 
her dignîty, and though flashing indignantly, and 
as it were, beyond her control, — yet we should do 
injustice to the temper of our lady of the Louvre, 
were we to affirm that to hâve silenced it» was 
beyond her power. Quick as the passage of light, 
the thoughts which we hâve slowly elaborated and 
detailed, passed through her mind, when her eyes 
first encountered the figure of Villa Franca. 

She retired to her cabinet to ponder on the ex- 

I 5 
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traordinary occurrence which had befallen her, with 
its remote and immédiate conséquences, whilé De 
Nevailles was forced to undergo a tedious ordeal 
at the hands of his former friends, both fair and 
masculine, and to whom, in tbe présence of the 
amused Valois, be was obliged for peace-sake to 
narrate at lengtb sundry portions of bis adventures 
subséquent to bis fligbt from tbe Louvre, in addi- 
tion to tbe motives wbicb induced bim to flee. 
As be sougbt bis cbamber, be was met by tbe weli- 
known face of tbe usber, and conducted to tbe 
cabinet of ber Majesty, wbere, in tbe présence of 
De Biron, wbo was sununoned for tbat purpose, be 
made a full confession of bis exploits, and received 
a free pardon for bis deceptive delinquencies in 
considération of tbe fidelity witb wbicb be bad pre- 
served tbe secrets of tbe bouse of Valois — not tbe 
least of wbicb was tbe double employment of our 
old friend Nicbolas Poulain. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 



Fasse le ciel que tout ce beau trafic 
Que remuez pour le repos public. 
Comme mon feu ne se tourne en fîimée ! 
Je TOUS dirai que jugement je fais 
De nos Etats»- c'est une masquerade, 
Où les plus grands s'entredonnent cassade, 
Feignans vouloir du bien public la paix. 
• •«*•* 

Bref, dans Blois vous y voyez merveille, 
Mais quant à moi je n'y voy qu'un chaos. 

Fasquier. 

HowEVEB great the shock of surprise which 
Catherine experieneed in beholding once more the 
insînuating Villa Franea ; yet she was not yet fuUy 
aware of the extent to whieh the Huguenots — 
whom her Majesty was retaining by fiedr speeches 
and promises never intended to be fulfiUed unless 
necessity forced their aceompUshment — ^were prae- 
tising their hidden policy beneath her roof. Could 
she hâve penetrated the intimacy which subsisted 
between De Rosny and Roquelaure, she would 
hâve been conviDced of the truth, that those who 

I 6 
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deceive most} are often themselves deceiyed when 
they least expect it ; and in quarters where they 
imagine they are exercising the influence of a 
subtie mind over ignorance or honourable inde-^ 
pendence. Or could she hâve recognised, in the 
humble companion of Roquelaure, the chief of the 
Huguenots; could she hâve known that Fathèr 
Ânselm, ostensibly one of the brotherhood to 
whom the agent of the Queen of Navarre belonged, 
and who had been — as Roquelaure affirmed — 
drawn from his convent to act as secretary to our 
giant friend, was the hero of Coutras himself, we 
fear that a close confinement would hâve again 
been the lot of his Majesty; and that neither 
generpsity nor policy would hâve intervened in Us 
faveur. 

When Catherine requested of the Baron De 
Rosny that the forces of the Huguenots should be 
held in readiness to march to the aid of Valois, if 
an emergency should arise, and which the violence 
of the Leaguers assembled at Blois rendered very 
probable, Navarre told his friends, that he would 
himself repmr thither, that he might be at hand^to 
assist the court, and assert his own rights with re- 
spect to the succession. 

It was the reverse of prudent, to attempt to 
carry into exécution such a freak, but he was so 
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bent' on the adventure, that De Rosn y was' forced 
to submit And there was a show of reason in his 
argument, that a&irs ihight take such a turn, that 
bis own appearance at the assembly of the States, 
as Duke De Vendôme might be essential to the 
establishment of his claim to the throne of France 
on the démise of Valois. 

But the arguments made use of by the Bourbon 
to justify his romantic journey to Blois were 
specious and deceptive, and intended only to con- 
ceal his real motives, which it is necessary for the 
consisteney of hîs conduet that we should reveal. 

It had been his fortune, or misfortune, to meet 
with Gabrielle on her retum to D'Usson from a 
visit at Issoire ; and some trifling service which he 
rendered at the ford of the Allier established their 
intimacy. The monarch, attended only by several 
of his train, was unknown to the fair D'Estrées, 
but the passion which he conceived for her, in- 
dueed him to déclare his rank, accompanied with 
protestations of affection which shocked the lady, 
unable to résolve the inconsistency of a prince pro- 
fessing attachment at a first interview; nor how 
one so £amed for his chivalry and honour could in- 
suit her with the offer of what he had it not in his 
power to bestow. 

But Navarre, whose warmth of tempérament was 
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such that a short hour sufficed to render him a 
despairiog loyer, was not to be baffled by an 
obstacle which he had previously determined to re- 
move. He expkined to the lady that Margaret was 
indiffèrent to the union which had been forced upon 
her — that his own coundllors desired the divorce 
of a marriage which would blight the prospects 
of the kingdom of Navarre — ^and that as ramour 
had already reported his consort to hâve quitted 
the court of her mother, she would gladly acquiesce 
in the proposai of a divorce ; a measure, he added, 
she had long earnestly desired during their sojoum 
at the Louvre. 

To thèse représentations Gabrielle would hâve 
given but little heed, had she not been prepos* 
sessed in favour of the handsome prince, and in the 
charm of a meeting which wore the air of romance. 
She consented on their parting in the valley 
beneath D'Usson, that she would sec him again, if 
it were only for the purpose of his exhibiting the 
proofs of his intended divorce from Margaret, and 
that his honour might be thus made clear to the 
lovely Châtelaine. That she kept her word — that 
their confidence grew daily — the vision which Jean 
La Roche beheld from the ladder, is sufScing 
proof. 

Nothing was more opportune to the wishes of 

12 
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Navarre than the arrivai of Margaret at D'Usson ; 
yet to Gabrielle it was a matter of self-reproàch 
that she was entertaining, as a lover, the husband of 
the Queen. The fordble possession of the fortres^ 
faowever, changed the feelings of its former mis* 
tress, who did not now check her émotions of secret 
triumph over the boast of the Louvre : the hospi- 
tality of her father had been outraged — bat what a 
triumph ! when the day arrived which would place 
the crown of Navarre on the head of his daughter. 

The almost forgotten track to the summit of 
the rock was the path by which the Huguenot 
leader gained the bower of his sweet mistress ; — 
but who could paint the alarm of the lovers when 
the head of the arquebusier was seen peeping 
through the lattice, and his voice heard jarringly on 
their pleasant discourse. 

But when the peasant-clad Prince looked down, 
and beheld the number of the troop below — ^and 
Gabrielle, who flew to the window, half . conscious 
that her father was at hand, heard his voice in angry 
ezpostulation with La Roche — both Navarre and 
the lady were at their wits' end. No time was to 
be lost — ^it was essential to the honour of the lady 
that the old soldier's eye-sight should be accounted 
deceptive — and the Prince was hidden ère the 
Marquis gained the chamber of his daughter. 
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: De Cœuvres» as we bave shown» vreis imposed 
on guceessfully. After De Nevailles had left the 
Marquis with his friends, the old noble was obliged 
to déclare to sucb of the troops below as were 
stiU alive, the unfortonate resuit of the attempt : 
commanding them to return to the valley. Wlien 
he retired to rést, Navarre was released from his 
place of concealment; a temporary ladder con- 
structed ; and the Prince escaped by the way he 
had entered. 

The négociations whieh subsequently ensued 
between himself and his Queen, realized the hopes 
he had so much at heart ; and when intelligence 
arrived that De Cœuvres and his daughter were 
at Elois, life became wearisome, till he had -gained 
an opportunity of seeing her once more witli the 
happy news of his speedy release. 

Thus was the obscure Father Anselm, the 
cordelier monk, in the présence df his Huguenot 
friends, a warrior and a Prince, scheming future 
conquests, and planning new designs against his 
enemies; — in the présence of Gabrielle, a lover 
awaiting the happy hour to throw himself and his 
fortunes at her feet. 

When the Baron De Nevailles, on the morning 
subséquent to his humiliating réception, related 
to the Count De Grammont and his politic friend 
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the fruits of His private interview with the Queën, 
they were overjoyed at the favourable result of 
the conférence; and in retam for this pièce of 
good news acqxudnted him whh the q«ality of the 
humble secretary of Father Roquelaure. 

*^ Ah ! you did wrong to allow his Majesty to 
corne hither," exclaimed the favourite of Catherine, 
^^the captivating scènes which meet his eyes in 
this gay abode, will bring on the old fit of luxury 
and sloth. I doubt not you hâve had trouble 
enough to restrain him within the limits of eccle- 
siastical demeanour, and the close secrecy which 
parforce must be adopted to prevent his well- 
known face from being recognised." 

" In God's will ! he is ail our own," cried De 
Orammont. 

^^ Is Madame De Sauves at Blois ?" asked De 
Nevailles. 

^ ^^ For a young man, you are the most suspicious 
I ever met with," exclaimed De Rosny rather 
slug*ply'*^H3eeing that the Baron was not inclined 
to put fidth in the good character of his liège. 
^ Madame De Sauves is at Blois, Monseigneur ! 
Hère in the palace, actively intriguing, as I hâve 
discovered, but only for the furtherance of the 
plots of the Leaguer Guise, whose créature she 
now is." 



ce 
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^< And does her Majesty know of it?' aéked 
the Baron, smiling. 

It is the common talk/' replied De Rosny, 

I spoke of it to her — and she laughed, and said 
diat Guise might as well look through a sieve as 
into the magie mirror of De Sauves' pretty £Eice, 
for Madame D'Usez had instrueted the Duchess 
D'EIspernon, née Comtesse Candaksj to disdose 
fictitious intelligence to De Sauves, which wonld 
mislead the Protector." 

^^ I begin to feel already at home," said De 
Nevailies, tuming on his heel ; — '< so ybu are in 
the confidence of our lady of the Louvre." 

" Even so," replied De Rosny, " but where will 
thisend?" 

^^ Ah !" exclaimed the Count De Grammont 

^^ I hâve often thought of you, Count, amid 
thèse plottings," said De Nevailies in a jocular 
mood; — " but are they not préférable to the crudty 
which formerly characterized the proceedings of 
the court? think only of the massacre of St. Bar- 
tholomew, a name which makes the blood run 
cold in the veins of our honest burgesses of 
Rochelle! Ah! and what quiet modes our lady 
of the Louvre and her son Charles adopted to get 
rid of a troublesome gentleman of the court — a 
pretender to the favour of Mademoiselle Elizabeth^ 
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or ber sister, our gracioiis Queen of Navarre ! 
How différent since the peaceful Henri de Valois 
sucoeeded to the sceptre of his fierce brotker. 
I woukl as soon bave trusted myself to the waters 
of Biscay in a cooper's tub, as bave come within 
the clutcbes of Catherine, if Charles, of happy 
memory, bad been alive. Now every thing is 
decided by«xpediency and without violence, unless 
it be absolutely necessary. I am of more use 
alive than dead, to the Queen of France, therefore 
I still exist. If the bero of St Bartholomew had 
been Uving and in the saloon, when I entered, he 
would bave frowned, hung bis bead on one side, 
like an idiot, as was his custom when any person or 
event displeased bim, whispered a few words to 
a complaisant noble — and ère the next day's son 
illumined the roof of the château, my corse would 
hâve been discovered on the stair-case, or in the 
gardens, or, if decency were the whim of the 
moment, floating down the Loire." 

" You speak truly," said De Grammont, " I 
heard one ask this morning if you were yet placed 
in custody — and upon the questioner receiving a 
reply in the négative, he said Villeroi had grown 
dilatory." 

Then foUowed a mutual explanation of their 
respective views, with respect to the policy to be 
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adopted towards Catherine, to force her to fulfil 
the conditions of die treaty wfaich she had her- 
j»elf proposed to the Huguenots. De Grammont 
dhowed himself excessiirely angry at the. continuai 
delays which occurred. 

'^ She will wait till the opening of the States, 
ère she signs a single article," said De Nevailles, 
f'^ and if she can make &yourable tenns with Gruise, 
even at the sacrifice of .ourselves, we shall aâsuredly 
be sent back to the place we came from — ^that 
Monseigneur may rely on — ^but you may trust to 
the pride and strength of the Protector that he 
will not submit to conditions, unless such as would 
be humiliating, beyond endurance, to the court. It 
will be a death-struggle ! but bear with her Ma- 
jesty's character. My policy has ever been that 
of the creeping ivy, which pliandy bends out of 
its course to humour every excrescence and pro- 
jection of the tree it embraces, yet glides into the 
hoUows and curves, from which it cannot be dis- 
placed without injury to the trunL This is the 
secret of my power — ^the secret of my being at 
this moment free." 

" We expect much from your présence, Baron," 
said De Rosny, " but let us now seek Father 
Anselm." 

Boquelaure was lodged in the northern angle 



THE DAYS OF THE LEAGUE. 189 

of the château; in a pleasant chamber which over* 
looked a portion of the city^ and the woods which 
skiitied the road to Paris. 

Hère, in a deep-bayed window, was to be seen 
the cordèlier's secretary busily engaged in writing 
to his friends ; and hère we must leave De Rosny 
and his brother-agents to canvass with their leader 
the course to be pursued on the morrow, at the 
opening of the States. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 



O wretched land, if his outrageous pride» 
His cniell and untempred wilfulnesse» 
His deepe dissembling shewes of fali« pretence» 
Should once attaine the crowne < 

« • • • • 

Who seeth not now how many rising mindes 

Do &ede their thoughts, with hope to reaoh a realme ? 

And wbo will not by force attempt to winne 

So great a gaine that bope perswades to bave ? 

GORBOPUC. 



The ensuing morn saw the Duke of Guise, like 
a skilful gênerai, marshalliDg his forces for the 
dreaded battle. He was confident in his own 
strength ; but there was enough of danger in the 
artful manœuvring of Catlierine, as weli as in the 
loyalty which yet retained a hold in the hearts of 
many of the deputies, to inspire him with a pru- 
dential fear for the resuit ; an appréhension sufB- 
ciently strong to cause him to neglect nothing 
which might operate in his favour without inspir- 
ing either himself or his foUowers with distrust. 
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The Protector of the League was now in the 
very zénith of his power. Did he désire a court? 
A train of nobles in semblance of royalty ? Behold 
the dignitaries of the church ; Archbishops, Cardi* 
nais, lordly Abbots, and influential preaehers 
crowded his levée ! Did he désire an army ? 
Behold the numerous band of nobles who tendered 
their lives and fortunes in his cause, or to speak 
more correctly, in their own ! When the busy 
thoughts which crowded his soûl, allowed a short 
interval of repose — a moment's breathing time to 
look into himself — and also to look around and 
survey the base of that power, of which he was the 
apex — ^the summit of the pyramid — he felt more 
than mortal, a demi-god, a superior influence, to 
which even the Church bowed lowly — a Jupiter 
tonanSf issuing forth his dread bolts to exterminate 
the olden corrupt Saturnial dynasty of France. 

His very wishes were anticipated ; the glance of 
his eye sought after, as though its gaze were heal- 
some to the infirmities of humanity. He moved 
abroad in a circle of friends, who supported him as 
the rich setting of the ring encircles the gem. 

Michael Angelo has represented the Almighty, 
the Giver of Life, as a powerless old man borne on 
the wings and shoulders of his angels ! Daring 
enough to shadow forth the image of his Maker, 
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could his imagination hâve selected a more appro- 
priate fonn ? What power of limb J What enei^ 
of muscle ! could the artist profemely hâve attri- 
buted to Him, whose ann directed the 8un in its 
course ? Whose will was law ! 

But can the human mind conceîve through the 
sensé of vision — ^the only, sensé to which the 
painter can appeal — a more striking exemplifica- 
tion of power, than. that of a feeble old man, blinda 
powerless — not an arm stretched forth — ^not an eye 
with its lightning glance — ^and yet borne by the 
heavenly host of attendant angels — his ministeis — 
the exponents of His will — those to whom he said 
" Let it be done," — " And it was done, even as 
he willed it" 

Could Michael Ângelo hâve painted more po- 
tently the influence of Will to the sensuous human 
race ? That race whiçh obeys the rod» the scourge, 
the sword, the eye of command, and the threaten- 
ing voice ! 

In a lesser degree, so moved the Protector of 
the League; the clergy, the noblesse, the bur- 
gesses of France, were the humble ministrants of 
his will ; — the inferior intelligences who bore him 
onward in his triumphant career ! — ^the slaves who 
lay in waiting to exécute his wishes and save him 
from every labour but that of thought. 
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His cMef partisan was the Archbishop of Lyons, 
a hot-headed prelate, who had been preferred by 
thé Queen-môther, and now repaid the debt of 
gratitude by attempting to deprive her son of his 
birthright. It was the joint care of the prelate 
with tbe Chevalier D'Aumale to ascertain the sen- 
timents of each deputy of the Tiers- Etat; and 
they had the gratifying task of reporting to the 
Proteetor, that a majority of the deputies was 
disposed to support him to the extent of his am- 
bition. 

With such a formidable engine at command, 
Guise had nought to fear ; and he arrayed himself 
in his garb of office, as Grand Master of the Palace, 
with a delight which he had never felt before. 
The toil of ambition leaves its victim but little time 
toreflect on his own greatness, or to sun himself in 
the paradise of his own power ; ère he has gained 
the summit of the élévation for which he has 
laboured, fresh difficulties présent themselves in 
his path; glimpses of distant glades and shady 
bowers as the chariot of his destiny hurries on its 
course is ail that he reaps for his labour — and the 
car of triumph at length reaches the shores of the 
waters of oblivion, just as the hero is asking him- 
self whether the goal of happiness be yet won ! 

Yet Henry of Lorraine felt one hour of unmixed 
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pleasure ère he descended to the hostile arena of 
political strife. He was in his dressing closet. 
The Sun threw its slant beams on the rich cloak of 
dark velvet, whîch bad often graced his manly 
form, and which reminded its illustrions owner 
of the bright eyes which foUowed him in his path 
— ^he heard the stir and the tumnit of the lordly 
feet which paced the hall, and his bosom heayed 
with pride as he thought of the haughty prelates 
who bowed obsequious to his will — his ears were 
greeted with the neighing of steeds, the clang of 
the martial clarion, the shouts of the multitude — 
and the blood flowed gaily through his veins, as 
though it had been nourished with celestial food. 

The Grand Master of the Palace of the kings of 
France, surrounded by his most faithful adhérents, 
met the humiliated monarch at the principal 
entrance of the Château de Blois, and conducted 
him to the detached édifice in the court-yard of the 
castle, where the deputies had been summoned to 
meet their colleagues. 

Wliile the heralds are marshalUng the illustrious 
visitors, let us, with the reader's permission, show 
him the interior. The hall of the States wàs a 
spacious chamber of quadrangular shape, its width 
scarcely one-third of the length. The entrance 
was beneath a gallery. On the opposite side, at a 
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considérable distance from the wall, stood^ range 
of pillars which supported the roof; thèse were 
covered from the ceiling to the floor with violet- 
colonred velvet sprinkled with fleur-deJis of gold. 
Between the third and fourth pillars, much wider 
apart than the others, was a large dais or scalFold, 
on an élévation of several steps; the centre oc- 
cupied by another ascent of a single step; hère 
were placed the chairs of Valois and the Queen- 
mother. 

Beneath the dais was a space environed by a 
barrier several feet in height, within which were 
seats and benches for the deputies of the three 
Estâtes. In the gallery, occupied by ladies, was 
an open window looking into the court-yard of the 
palace ; at this post stood an usher, who summoned 
each depiity successively from the crowd awaiting 
admission. He was received at the entrance of the 
barrier by the heralds of Dauphiny, Bretagne, 
Normandy, D'AJençon, and Valois, and by them 
handed over to tHe Sieurs De Rhodes and De 
Maries, masters of the cérémonies, who seated him 
in his allotted place. 

Every deputy had taken his seat ère a flourish of 
trumpets announced the entry of Valois and his 
royal parent, the Grand Master and the chiefs of 
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the household. Instantly the clergy and the 
noblesse arose and condnued standing, whilst the 
burgesses, to the same tune, dropped on their 
knees, from which they did not arise âll royalty 
had seated itself. 

The coup éPml of the assembly was the most 
imposing and august sight which France could 
présent to her children. On the centre dais was 
seated the sovereign in his robes of state ; on his 
right hand sat the Queen ; in their rear stood the 
guard of two hundred gentlemen, armed with axes 
and formidable halberds; while on each side of 
their Majesties, and kneeling on a cashion, was 
seen a herald habited in his tabard of velvet and 
gold. 

But the object of greatest attraction in the eyes 
of ail beholders was the Grand Master, who sat in 
a chair on the lower dais with his back to their 
Majesties, and his face towards the deputies. 
Beneath the scaffold was a table at which were 
seated the secretary Villeroi, with his fellow- 
labourers of the cabinet, Beaulieu and Revol. 
Beyond the barrier, the hall was crowded with the 
citizens of Blois and strangers ; while the gallery 
was graced with the présence of the ladies of the 
court and the foreign ambassadors, from th« 



THE DAYS OP THE LEAGUE. 197 

turbaned Turk and furred Pôle to the proud envoy 
of England, who quartered his mistress's arms with 
tliose of France. 

. When ail was silent and the business of the 
State about to open, the Duke was observed to 
look slowly round the assembly, his eye glancing 
first at the extrême right, and travelling firom 
deputy to deputy, as if to assure them by his firm 
and confident gaze that he expected each to do the 
duty to which he had privately pledged himself. 
It was the eye of a gênerai measuring the strength 
of friends and foes ; and as its owner, satisfied with 
the scrutiny, threw himself back in his chair, a smile 
of delight played over his lips. He then arose, 
and turning to Valois, declared the States to be 
opened. 

The monarch, who had been, successively, the 
chivalric Duke D'Anjou, the feeble King of 
Poland, the superstitions yet mild sovereign of 
France, the pédant and man of letters, the rhetori- 
cian and versifier, who amused himself with the 
poets Pibrac and Ronsard, whilst the Queen-mother 
was watching the growth of the infant League, now 
a terrible monster, arose with a pale face and 
agitated mien. He narrated to the States an 
abstract of his own career ; he showed the condi- 
tion of the kingdom, when Providence had called 
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upon him to assume tlie régal sway — ^he painted the 
condition and character of each party and faction 
whicli had disturbed the peace of his country; and 
as he dwelt on the arrogance and bigotry of the 
priesthood — the grasping oppression of the noblesse 
— the ignorance and monk-led fury of the corn- 
monalty, his voice grew louder, his stature more 
erect, his thoughts bolder, and the style of his 
harangue more éloquent, satiric, and convincing. 
Indignation had lent him its power, and placed 
within his mastery the stored materials of a mind 
not déficient either in imagination or érudition. 
The assembly was astonished — the partisans of 
Guise and the League looked at each other un- 
easily, apprehensive that the exposé of the monarch 
would rouse a hidden feeling in his faveur — ^the 
dergy felt abashed, and hung down their heads to 
conceal the vexation which troubled their hearts, 
thus laid open by a cunning and skîlfui hand. 
He concluded, amid the loud plaudits of his sub- 
jects beyond the barrier, and of those within the 
gallery, an harangue which for éloquence and 
skilful peroration and détail, had never been ap- 
proached, fax less equalled, by any former scion of 
royal ty. 

The silence which ensued was broken by llie 
véhément Archbishop of Lyons, who stung with 
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lage at the attack on his order, and alarmed at the 
prospect ofreturning loyalty, which it might effect, 
arose, and in a voice discordant and broken by 
passion, begged that bis Majesty would retract 
woids spoken in the beat of discourse ; tbat if tbe 
discoarse were allowed to go forth to bis subjects 
in its présent form, it would be tbe cause of endless 
confusion. 

<^ If bis Majesty be asked to retract bis words, 
it would bave been far better if Monseigneur and 
bis friends, bad informed bim beforeband wbat to 
say !" cried Catherine. 

Lyons replied arrogantly tbat be did not tbink 
ber Majesty bad any rigbt to meddle witb tbe 
business of tbe States — tbat it was contrary to tbe 
spirit of tbe Salique law. 

" If sucb were tbe spirit of tbe law," rejoined 
tbe Queen, witb a look of contempt; ^^wbere 
would bave been your rocbet? Was it not ourself, 
as Régent of tbis kingdom, for bis Majesty's 
lamented brotber, wbo preferred you to your see ? 
If tbe law allow not our taking sbare in tbe coun- 
cils of tbe State, your preferment must bave been 
illégal and irregular ! We sbould be sorry — very 
sorry !" continued Catherine, in a calm satiric 
tone ; " tbat our good lièges of Lyons were 
deprived of Monseigneur's boly ministrations !• 

k4 



200 HENRI quatre; or, 

Even the law itself would be blamed by bis flock 
smarting under their irréparable loss !" 

The Archbishop received the rebuke in silence ; 
far otherwise was it with the furious and enthusi- 
astic preacher, Lineestre, who arose in his place 
behind the prelates, and cried out in a load 
voice — 

^^ Glad as a martyr should I be, O Queen ! if 
the earth were to give way beneath the feet of the 
arch-promoters of heresy — the encouragers of the 
damnable Calvinists — aye — though I, a poor ser- 
vant of the church, should not escape from the 
wicked tie which has bound me to the falling cor- 
ruption !" 

'^The simile is not appropriate, &ther!" said 
Catherine, — " say, rather, that you were a leech 
caught from stagnant ponds — that you stuck to the 
royal monarch of the Louvre until satiated by a 
rich abbey — ^but then, fuU-blooded, you fell away, 
loathing the giver of the bounty !" 

" O! Evil day for France," — ejaculated the 
preacher. 

" O ! Evil day for the honour of French gentle- 
men, if they allow our présence to be thus insulted," 
exclaimed Catherine. " Messeigneurs !" contînued 
she, addressing the assembly ; " îs this your fore- 
most advocaite ?" 
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This appeal had the desired eifect, and the 
preacher was silenced. But this skirmishîng was 
not to the taste of the Protector. He resolved to 
settle the disputed point; and declared that it would 
accrue to the good of France if his Majesty were 
permitted to give to the nation his speech, even as 
it was uttered, without the least altération, so that 
ail might read their sovereign's mind ; the good 
Catholic taking note witli sorrow of the aspersions 
thrown on those, who stood forward in the defence 
of their faith ; and the heretîc gloating over the 
immuhity and sanction which heresy would receive 
by the discomfiture of its enemies. 

" Let France hear the Grand Master's scheme 
of pacification !" cried Valois, giving to the Pro- 
tector the opportunity he desired. 

The Duke of Guise, who had sat down at the 
conclusion of his previous remarks, arose at the 
bidding of Valois, and casting a glance of triumph 
around the assembly, began an elaborate oration, 
laying down his premises very calmly, yet increas- 
ing in warmth as he proceeded, till having fully 
strung the hearts of friends in beating unison with 
his own, he launched out into a bold attack on the 
policy pursued by the Louvre — artfuUy, the while, 
picturing his own conduct, in the colour of a 
saviour of his country, and of his country's religion. 
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Ilaving worked up the minds of the deputies by 
his éloquence to the proper pitch, he proposed that 
the assembly should agrée to an enactment, whieh 
alone eould bring the nation to a peaceful and 
happy State, and which consisted of two pri- 
mary and essential conditions : — that the decrees 
of the Councii of Trent be received by France — 
and that Henry, Duke of Vendôme, and King of 
Navarre, be excluded from the succession. 

Thèse articles were received by the assembly 
with loud tokens of assent. The archbishop after 
exchanging glances with the Protector, arose, and 
declared the necessity of another condition; — 
that his Majesty should appoint a successor. 

To the dismay of Valois and the Queen-mother, 
the proposai was received with deafening shouts. 
But the simple-minded Marquis De Cœuvres, who 
had listened to the proceedings with great earnest- 
ness, now arose to ask the Protector and his cléri- 
cal coadjutor, whom it was, they desired should be 
appointed successor. This homely question pro- 
duced considérable laughter, but the Duke evaded 
it by saying that he should live to see his Majesty 
blessed with a noble consort, and he hoped a nu- 
merous Une of princes ; and that the article pro- 
posed was only a measure of précaution in case of 
failure of issue. 
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" And I hope so toô," replied the Marquis, ^^for 
I hâve been at Blois but a short time, yet I bave 
heard from the mouths of many, that an illustri- 
OU8 lady, a friend of yours, Monseigneur, keeps 
by her a pair of golden seissors, which she déclares 
is to eut into shape bis Majesty's tonsure, when he 
takes the vows." 

This allusion to Montpensier created considéra- 
ble mirth, and many a glance was bent upivard 
to the gallery ; but the Duchess was not présent. 

" How can the King of Navarre be excluded 
from the succession," said Catherine, when the 
laughter had subsided, ^^ his right being so str<»igly 
based on the oldest law of the kingdom? Ask 
Monseigneur De Lyons if the Salique law of in- 
heritance is to be violated." 

This sarcasm nettled the Archbishop exceed- 
ingly ; but Guise made a sign to him not to speak, 
and rising himself, said, — '^ By thèse acts can he 
be excluded !" — and thereupon uttered a long 
string of charges both civil and religions, the chief 
of which were rébellion and heresy. 

" But how are thèse to be proved in the absence 
of the accused ?" exclaimed Valois. 

'^ There needs no proof," replied Guise, amid the 
plaudits of his friends ; " every one now présent, 
who fought at Coutras, has évidence sufficient to 
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condemn him. Who will gainsay the treason and 
the heresy of die apostate Navarre ?" 

<< I will I" shouted the Count De Orammonty 
rising in a fury : ^' I deny his treason ! I fougàt 
at Coutras, and was grieved that I could not find 
the Duke of Guise on the fietd. Ând, I, now m 
the name of the Duke De Vendôme, and King of 
Navarre, and Prince of Beam, and whatever other 
titles he may possess — God be praised! he is 
«rorthy of them ! — protest against the passing of 
sueh an iinjost law — and moreover, in the n^une 
of the King of Navarre, I challenge his accuser 
to a trial at arms !" 

"Deo vohnteP* whispered De Rosny to fais 
friend. 

"Z)eD volente!" shouted the Count. 

" The King of Navarre is a very prudent man," 
said Guise, sarcastically, ^'to stay at home, and 
send a deputy to fîght his battles." 

" He shall wîeld his own lance !" cried De Gram- 
mont. 

" Monseigneur !" exclalmed the Grand Master, 
in a tone of sarcastic condescension, " the four- 
teenth century has been long buried with our an- 
cestors — the stroke of a lance or sword cannot 
make a good Catholic out of a vile heretîc, or even 
drive out the spirit of rébellion from a disaffected 
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heart. The King of Navarre will be always tbe 
King of Navarre, and nothiag higher is he capa- 
ble of ! The honest citizens of France hâve cast 
him off long since, and the enactment which we 
now propose pafising, is but an écho of the senti- 
ment which dwells in every trne Catliolic's 
breast !" 

"For my own part, most illustrions Prince," 
said the Marquis De Cœuvres, agidn rising, " I 
would never obey a heretic on the throne of 
France ; but I think the poor siirf'ul King of Na- 
varre ought to be invited to meet us, before we 
^roceed to exclude him from the succession. Whe- 
t^er we hâve power to change the law or not, I be- 
lîeve firmly, that if his Majesty were brought from 
Rochelle, or whatever other abode of heresy he is 
now dwelling in, and were placed under the tuition 
of the holy cardinals and bishops now assembled, 
th^y would soon induce him to become a good Ca- 
thoBc." 

" That old fool serves us more adroitly than ail 
the w^dom of our cabinet," said Catherine in a 
whispei^ to her son. 

" No better course could be foUowed than that 
proposed by Monseigneur the Governor of D'Us- 
son," said Valois aloud. "Let us summon our 
cousin Navarre to the States." 
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^* And for what!'' exclaimed Guise, in an indig- 
nant tone: — ^< Is it, that he may again scandalize 
our fûth by a second apostacy ? Did he not pro- 
fess himself a couvert to our holy faith till it suited 
liis purpose to throw off the mask after the death of 
his late Majesty, who would never hâve tolerated 
heresy in his palace ? Heresy, as ail our holy 
fathers hâve inculcated, is a rank poisonous weed 
that must be rooted out " 

^^ Is this the way, Monseigneur," asked Cathe- 
rine, interrupting the Protector of the League, 
^^ to heal the wounds of the state ?" 

A mixed murmur of approbation and véhément 
disapproval of the royal interruption foUowed the 
question of her Majesty; and Guise, who liad 
played the part of a man of modération long 
enough to grow tired of the discourse, resolved to 
put forth his strength, and carry every thing after 
his own désire. 

" That were an office, certainly, befitting your 
Majesty's ancestor," said he, replying insolently 
to the proposai of the Queen-mother ; ^'soldiers 
and gentlemen cannot so déport themselves." 

This allusion to the calling of the first of the 
De Medicis, who had been a Florentine apothe- 
cary, galled their proud descendant excessively. 
She tunied pale with rage, but prudence did not 
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fdffsake her ; and believing that the itisult would 
cause a diversion in her favour, sbe told die depu- 
ties that they had better entertain her sôn's adviee, 
and summon the King of Navarre, that he might 
question the Duke of Guise respecting the alléga- 
tion advanced by the latter. The term ^ question' 
threw the Protector into a fttry. . 

"Ah! Heresy question the true faith!" ex- 
claimed he. 

" If at fault you might call in Madame De 
Sauves to your aid !" cried the Queen-mother, who 
could no longer forbear giving vent to the anger 
which his insuit had originated. 

«Ah! Ah! Ah!" chuckled De Cœuvres; 

" then the story I hâve heard is true " but the 

renudnder of the governor's words were lost in the 
tumult of laughter, which proceeded alike firom 
friend and foe of the arch-leaguer, who now glared 
upon the assembly with an aspect that indicated 
the tempest struggling within. 

At length, starting up, he streiched forth both 
his hands towards the assembly with an air of corn- 
manding action. 

" Am I a mark for insuit ?" exclaimed he. 
" Am I a butt for heresy, licentiousness, and 
atheism to cast their shafte at? Am I the man, 
O Catholics, whom you hâve chosen as your leader? 
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If I be disgraced, is it fit that I retain the title of 
Protector of your holy Faith ? Am I fit to be the 
représentative of the Catholic Church? No! I 
resign the title ! No longer am I your Pro^ 
tector." 

With ail his fierce impetuosity and untamed am- 
bition, there^was a groundwork of prudence and 
good sensé in the mind of the Grand Master of the 
Palace ; up to the présent moment, he had dallied 
with his power, desirous that his ends should be 
seemingly accomplished rather by the nature of 
circumstances than his own overt acts or the vio- 
lence of his partisans; but the remembrance of 
Catherine's triumph and his own mistake in the 
affair of the barricades came seasonably to his mind, 
and dreading lest the subtlety of his enemy should 
again foil his strong intent, he silenced the cries of 
his friends ; and in a firm voice called upon the 
secretary Revol to read aloud the articles embrac- 
ing the exclusion of Navarre from the throne, and 
the necessity of Valois appointing a successor. 

Catherine was but too well convinced that if she 
suffered thèse articles to pass the votes of the as- 
sembly, that it would only pave the way for the 
ultimatum of the faction of the Leag^e, which was 
to dépose her son, and shut him up in a monastery, 
in order to make room for their idol. There re- 
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mained) however, but one mode of escaping thèse 
iatal laws, in an assembly, the majoiity of which 
was prepared to vote for any measure which the 
chief of the League proposée She whispered a 
few words to Valois. 

No sooner had Revol ceased jeading the arti- 
cles, than the king stepped forward, and adjourned 
the States, allowing them an interval of four days' 
rest. 

This communication fell like a thunderbolt on 
the Protector, in his career of triumph ; he fairly 
staggered, and caught hold of the chair for sup- 
port, but immediately recovering his présence of 
mind, he exclaimed in a loud voice, " France can- 
not consent to the adjournment !" 

" France requires that the Grand Master should 
marshal the way home to the Palace of his sove- 
reign !" replied Valois with look and speech of 
more kingly dignity than had ever been witnessed 
in him. 

The Grand Master, however, took no heed of 
the duties of his office, but descended from the 
dais, and commenced an earnest conversation with 
the Cardinals and dignitaries of the church; whilst 
the deputies of the three estâtes, talking ail to- 
get;her, and at once, stamping, swearing, each wav- 
ing ]^is cap and gesticulating after the fashion of 
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his countrymen, which mingling with the vociféra- 
tions of five bundred or more of brethren, gave the 
spectators in the gallery a more picturesque image 
of the confusion at Babel, than that which was 
figured on the tapestry on the wall behind the 
pillars. 

Valois and his royal parent did not hold it safe 
to pass through the crowd of their excited enemies ; 
with the assistance of the gentlemen of the guard, 
they descended from the dais in the rear, and 
sought a joyful egress from the assembly by 
winding round the barrier among the strangers 
and townsmen. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 



Ah, noble prince ! how oft hâve I behelde 
Thee mounted on thy fierce and trampling stede, 
Shining in armour bright before the tilt, 
And with tby mistresse sleve tied on thy helme, 
And charge thy staffe, to please thy ladies' eye, 
That bowed the head peece of thy friendly foe ! * 
How oft in armes on horse to bend the mace, 
How oft in armes on foot to breake the sworde, 
WKich never now thèse eyes may see againe. 

Ferrex and Porrex. 



No description could faithfuUy depict the rage of 
Montpensier when her brother returned to his 
palace, and acquainted her with the untoward 
conclusion of the meeting of the States. Although 
the Protector, with circumstantial minuteness, de- 
tailed the proceedings of the assembly, and ex- 
plained the obvions impossibility of forcing the 
States to act in violation of the laws on which 
hung their very existence — that it was worse than 
useless for the deputies to attempt passing an 
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enactment after the assembly had been pro- 
rogued, and their existence consequendy in 
abeyance till the ensuing Saturday — still Madame 
Montpensier, could- not believe otherwise, tban 
that lier brother had committed another fatal error 
of courtesy or mistaken honour. She awaited 
with impatience the arrivai of the Archbishop of 
Lyons» who came with the Count De Brissac, 
an influential Leaguer, and several others of equal 
note, to condole with the Duke on his disappoint- 
ment, and to take counsel togedier, and agrée 
on a course of action which might prevent a répé- 
tition of the same disaster. 

To the Archbishop, who was known to be a 
man of uncompromising temper, and not likely to 
excuse the Duke for any lapse of action, she 
listened with attention, and fortunately for the 
domestic peace of the Protector, became at length 
convinced that he had at leaist carried his policy as 
far as his friends juc^ed prudent. 

'' Father," exdaimed she, ^^ I would hâve held 
the monkish king in the chair ! did I not reeeive 
from the moutibs of as many as four-fifths of the 
deputies, their promise to adopt any measure 
which might corne either from yourself or my 
brother? And for men, who account themselves 
the wisest and strongest in France to submit to 



THE DAYS OF THE LEAGUE. 218 

8uch a créature as the thing which yet holds in 
its hands the sceptre of the kingdom !'* 

When a woman like Montpensier, of violent 
temper, lofty ambition, and implacable hatred, 
meddles in political aflfairs, she cannot reconcile 
to her own daring policy the caution and apparent 
pusillanimity of conduct which characterizes the 
proceedings of men even as ambitions and cou- 
rageous as herself. When a page or domestic 
offends her, she inflicts summary vengeance — 
when a guest renders himself obnoxious, instant 
banishment is bis lot — no where in her own natund 
sphère does she meet with let or hindrance to the 
accompUshment of her desires. Butit is otherwise 
with statesmen and political chiefs, who, in aiming 
a blow at the influence or existence of their rivais, 
hâve to study their 0¥m réputation together with 
a cautions approach to, and passage through, the 
moral defences which surround their victim. 

" Wait, daughter, but four days longer,*' said 
the churchman, laying his fingers on her arm, 
" and we will escort you in triumph to the Château 
De Blois! Your brother, through the power of 
the Church, and the good-will of pions CathoUcs, 
is King of Paris already. Though he marches 
not as quickly as a woman's thoughts, yet he never 
loses the grasp of what he has once seized. Neitàer 
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does his ally, the Church, move after the iashion 
of a crab, though many foolish men attempt to 
say, that the sprinkling of hellish doctrines which 
bas of late fallen on Christendom, will deprive 
the Church of much of her vitality. While the 
poisonous weed is nurtured humbly it is unnoticed, 
but when it makes head agidnst its neighbour 

Ah ! you laugh, daughter I— you understand 

me. I do assure you. Madame, that I am much 
pleased with the success of the heretic, Navarre 
— ^his pretensions will not droop tiU the friends 
of the Church do, in their indignation, exter» 
minate the Calvinists root and branoh from out 
of the soil of France. Happy am I, that the 
cunning Queen-mother had courage to invite her 
Huguenot friends. There has just arrived another 
at the château — ^the much talked of Baron De 
Nevailles — ^and wondrous to relate — ^he is dis* 
covered to be none other than ViUa Franca, the 
lost minion of the royal descendant of apothecaries ! 
See daughter what disasters befal our enemies ! 
to place, forsooth, her confidence in an enemy 
unwittingly." 

<< My brother almost died of laughter at the 
relation of Madame De Sauves, who reported to 
him the arrivai of the young man," said Mont- 
pensier smiling. — " Poor Catherine ! I wish I had 
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been présent when they met, though she wanted 
not the présence of an enemy to add to her 
mortification." 

It had been the custom of Guise and the prin- 
cipal Leagners, for some time previous to the as- 
sembly of the States, to attend daily at the King's 
council-chamber, that they might confer with his 
secretaries and advisers, or if his Majesty were 
so disposed, with himself. No good had resulted 
from thèse conférences, neither was it intended 
by the Protector, that any other effect should 
attend them, than a continuance of his réputation 
for modération and désire of healing the wounds 
of the State. 

Notwithstanding the angry termination of the 
meeting of the States, the subséquent morning 
saw the Duke, as usual, attended by a train of 
gentlemen, repair to the château to hear fresh 
proposais, and to utter replies, as little likely to 
bring about peace as their precursors of the former 
week. Wednesday morning witnessed the same 
duplicity; and the conférence on Thursday was 
attended with but little variation, save that at the 
foot of the grand staircase in the château, the 
Duke was solicited by a captain of his Majesty's 
guard and a number of the soldiers, to interest 
himself for the men, who, owing to the wretched 
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State of tbe royal finances, were in great distress, 
on account of their fionilies, having received no 
pay for many months ; and as the eaptain dedared^ 
Monseigneur having great weight with his Majesty 
and the council, a word from him would do much 
for men who had often attended his footsteps, and 
obeyed his oommands in happier times. Guise, 
being aware of the truth of what they averred^ 
promised to reoommend their case to the coundi 
above. 

On his retum from the council, Montpensier 
in great alarm related a report which had been 
mysteriously circulating in the city; and which, 
if true, indicated a hostile attempt on his life by 
the agents of the king. 

From whence the report had originated, or by 
whom set afloat, was equally unknown ; but the 
noxious whisper had spread from mouth to mouth, 
till it had created an atmosphère of alarm and 
suspidon. The Duchess conjured her brother to 
stay away from the council on the morrow, as 
his visit to the château was the only opportunity 
open to his enemies to attack him with advantage. 
Guise, who was neither influenced by fear, nor 
above the exercise of prudential caution, replied, 
that he would be g^ded by his friends, who were 
to meet on the morrow, being Friday moming. 
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and repair with him in great show and state to the 
Palace to attend, for the last time, the morning 
conférence. 

" My own opinion, and you know, Catherine," 
said he similing, ^^ that I am not fool-hardy, is, 
that thç whisper is set afloat by the Court, as its 
last chance, in. order to drive me from Blois — or 
to prevent me attending the States. If the intent 
were true, your namesake would hâve taken ex- 
cellent care to prevent her résolve from travelling 
about the city as widely as an ordinary matter of 
scandai." 

On entering his chamber, he beheld a sealed 
letter lyiiaig for his perusal; it was to the same 
purport as the report which his sister had re- 
counted; and it concluded by warning him to 
take especial care of his life, as Valois meditated 
deprivinghimofit. 

" He durst not," exclaimed the Duke, writing 
thèse words on the letter and replacing it on the 
table, for the observation of those who had de- 
posited it there; that they might become aware 
of the discrédit he attached to the communica- 
tion. 

The next morning brought with it a crowd of 
friends anxious to embody themselves among the 
train which daily accompanied him to the Palace. 

VOL. III. L 
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To the mo6t confidential of thèse, he spcdce of the 
hostile rumour whicfa had got abroad, and asked 
their opinions conceming it. The Caunt De 
Brissac advised him to refi ain from trnsdng hîm- 
self in the power of his enemies; the preaeber 
Lincestre followed on the same side; but the 
Archbishop laughed at the d&àr as a device of 
the enemy. 

During the discussion, the Duke De Mayenne, 
brother of Guise and Montpensier, and a soldier 
of great promise recently returned from Italy, 
equalled only in military réputation by his states- 
manlike sagacity and pénétration, entered the 
saloon where the Leaguers were assembled. 
Upon being questioned as to the degree of crédit 
which ought to be attached to the su^icious whis- 
per, he, without previous communication with the 
Archbishop, spoke to nearly the same effect as 
the prelate :— 

" Hâve you not constantly perceived," said he 
" the balancing, cautions policy of Catherine ? Do 
we not know for a certainty, as &r indeed as a 
human being's heart can be known, that the Queen- 
mother is bitterly inimical — I would even say, con- 
scientiously inimical — to the Huguenots, and only 
faveurs them that they may hang on France as 
a counterpoise to our power ? Has she taken one 

12 
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decided step either on one side or the other, since 
the death of our firiend Charles ? Has it not been 
her constant aim to cajole the Huguenots — to 
allow us to grin at them through our barred iron — 
and behold ! when lance is in rest, and spur in 
horse's flank — out steps the gentle lady of the 
Louvre, and places herself between us and our 
holy reveuge ? Is this the woman to bring down 
on her head the severest indignation, and the most 
deadly revenge which the nation would exact, 
were its Protector and favourite violently eut off ? 
For certain, the rumour flew from the Palace; 
and a pretty ruse de guerre it is. Will my brother 
Henry œount horse for Paris, and leave the wily 
lady to triumph to-morrow on the steps of the 
dais — or will he go with us to the council-chamber, 
and put our lady in despair of a new stratagem?' 

" In God's name, we will go to oouncil, brother," 
exdaimed Guise with a firm voice. 

The cortège had scarcely departed an hour, 
ère Montpensier, who had been présent at the 
discussion, and was, if not convinced, at least 
silenced by the arguments of her brother and the 
Ârchbishop, was informed, that apeasantdesired to 
speak to her on private business; but that he 
would not commnnicate what he was in quest of 
to others. 

L 2 
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'' Tken let him enter," said the mascoHne Prin- 
eess, who feared neither peasant or prince. 

The Duchess saw enter a taii thin wild looking 
being with a grin on his wrinkled countenance, 
whiçh, however, she could not interpret either 
into pleasure, fear, or surprise. 

" Your name, ban homme^ if you hâve one ?" 
said Montpensier, on beholding the peasant looking 
about like one bewildered. 

" Is the Duke hère — may I not speak to such 
a great Prince ?" exclaimed the peasant, seemingly 
inclined to treat the Duchess with as little at- 
tention as if she were a serving-woman. 

The page who followed him into the chamber, 
explained to the Duchess that he had told the man 
that Monseigneur had left the hôtel — that he had 
in his possession a letter for the Duke, but would 
not give it up ; but which he thought. Madame 
might extract from him. Madame indignantly 
demanded why they had not taken away the letter, 
and beaten the Insolent vilain till he could not 
stand; but the page replied, that they were 
obliged to deal cunningly, for he was very strong, 
and had plucked up Jean, and thrown him on a 
comice projecting over the gateway. 

The lady hearing this account of his prowess, 
though it prudent to deal cunningly also; and 
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told the peasant, who was looking about as if he 
suspected the Duke were hidden somewhere, that 
the Protector was at the King's palace, and that if 
be had any letter for him, she, being his sister, 
would take care of it. 

It was our old friend» Louis Le Lupin, who had 
been thus introduced into the présence of Mont- 
pensier ; and upon hearing what the Duchess said, 
the suspicion which he had entertained that there 
was a conspiracy among the household to pre- 
vent him seeing and speaking to his great friend, 
to whom he had of yore, rendered such impor- 
tant services, was wholly dissipated ; and he pre- 
sented the letter to Madame without further solici- 
tation. 

" And from whom came this ?" asked the lady. 

" From Father Antoine, of the couvent of the 
holy Capuchins in the king's garden," replied 
Louis, in a tone of affected importance. 

" Then it is on the business of our holy League," 
exclaimed Montpensier, opening the letter. 

It was a note of waming from the Capuchin, 
who, from his proximity to the palace, had observed 
that the gardens were that morning patroUed by 
the soldiers of the guard ; and that several sentinels 
were lodged in the temple facing the convent. 
This unusual circumstance, the holy father de- 

l3 
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dared was indicative of threatened evil; and he 
had, theref(Nre, taken the précaution to advertise 
Monseigneur, the Dake, of the faet by the faands 
of the woodman» Louis Le Lupin, a sincère servant 
of the church, and trustworthy to the extent of his 
ability. Father Antoine apologized for not coming 
in peison on aeoount of the System of espionage 
which Madame^ the Queen-mother, had directed 
to be obsenred towards the inmates of the cou- 
vent. 

<^ May the powers of heU seizç both mother and 
son !" excbdmed Montpensier, when tHae had 
finished the perusal of this alarming epistle. 

Her quick résolve was instantly put in exécution. 
Commanding the page to keep secret her departure, 
she hastily left the hôtel aeoompanied by Louis, 
whom she promised should both see and speak to 
his idol, the Duke. It was the cûstom for the 
friends of her brother, while he was with Vakis 
and the cabinet, to await in the court of the castle, 
or on the landing of the staircase, till he came out 
of the counciUchamber. Montpensier determined, 
so soon as she reached the palace, to alarm her 
friénds — force an entry into the counoil — and bear 
away her brother out of the &ngs of his enemies. 
That the Duchess might not be recognised as she 
passed along the streets, she put on her mask, and 
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by this means reached the château unobserved; 
the wooduian full of pride and vanity striding after 
her with feet that scarcely seemed to touch the 
earth, so transported was he with the honour whieh 
awaitedhiuL 

*^ l caanot believe that that drivelling, foolish 
woinan, who has been now two days on a bed 
of sickness, will attempt aught against Henri /" 
muttered Madame to herself, as she prepared to 
enter the court of the palace. 

But we must n^jw retum to the Protector. 

Acoompanied by his brother, Mayenne, whose 
person and character will be the subject of future 
comment, the Count De Brissac, the Archbishop, 
Colonel St Paul, and many others, of various 
lank and station, the Duke of Guise moved on* 
ward to the palace, amid the applause of the 
deputies congregated to do honour to his progress. 
The inhabitants of Blois did not join in the mani- 
festations of delight evinced by his friends ; on the 
contrary, they prided themselves on theîr loyalty — 
on the réputation which their city had acquired as 
the favourite résidence of kings — and on the purity 
of their dialect, which they attributed to the fré- 
quent sojourn of the court. 

^^ How différent in feeling are the artisans and 
dial-makers of Blois from our good citizens of 

l4 
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Paris !'' exclaimed De Mayenne, addressing his 
brother, whom he observed to hâve become of a 
sudden dispirited. 

^^ Their silence is, indeed, ominous to one who 
bas fed on the breath of popularity like myself !" 
replied the Protector, in a gloomy tone of voiee. 

" Corne ! Corne ! Henri !" rejoined De May- 
enne; ^^repeat the Roman's text, odi profaimm. 
vulgus foT once ! Ând let us again frighten the 
silly Valois ère we withdraw the chair from beneath 
him !" 

They had now arrived at the palace, and were 
received by the ushers ànd officers of the guard 
with the honour befitting their rank. 

Ât the head of the principal staircase of the 
château, there was a landing which served the 
purpose of an ante-room to the council-chamber. 
This latter apartment on ordinary occasions was 
open to the passage of the courtiers, but on coun- 
cil-days, none were admitted save those, who had 
the privilège of entrée to the cabinet. Upon enter- 
ing the council-room from the landing place, the 
spectator beheld a door on the right hand, situated 
at the extremity of this spacious apartment; it 
opened into a tapestried chamber, or rather cor- 
ridor; on the left was his Majesty's wardrobe 
room, and on the opposite side, the entrance to the 
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royal closet; the doors of both were concealed 
behind the tapestry. 

But we are anticipating the progress of the 
Duke, who was now only at the foot of the stair- 
case. Hère he was again accosted by the captain 
of the guard and his men ; and he repeated his 
promise of interceding with the Secretaries of State 
for the relief of their necessities. 

" Thîs staircase and the landing above," said 
Guise to his friends, " may be truly ealled the hall 
of suppliants ! Every one who has a suit to forward 
— or an objeet tô gain — makes it his business to 
way-lay the unfortunate man who happens to be 
of the couneîl." 

" The suppliants whom you hâve just spoken 
tOj" rejoined De Mayenne ; " are more numerous 
than ail the others — ^and they come in state too — 
with cuirass as bright as glass." 

" Some one else pays for the polish," said Guise, 
laughing ; " the royal treasury, I am surç, cannot 
afford it, unless Madame^ the mother of kings, has 
pawned her jewels." 

Only Guise, the Archbishop, De Brissac, and 
De Mayenne, were allowed to enter the eouncil- 
chamber, the door of which was held by the guard 
of the king; the others dispersed themselves on 
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the staircaiey and loitered about the oorridois, or 
wherever they listed. 

Scarcely had the Protector with Im associâtes 
entered the hall, than he was seized with a diiver- 
ing fit, and led to the fire-plaee, glowing with 
embeis, for the autumn had set in oold* He, how- 
ever, speedily recovered, and being ashamed of his 
weakness, began to talk earnestly with the Secre- 
tary Beaulieu, M. De Villeroi, now somewhat in 
disgrâce with Valois, and Âlphonso De Corso, the 
Italian.. 

As the Duke De Mayenne had for the first time 
done himself, or his Majesty, the honour of attend- 
ing the daily conférence, Valois, in order to mark 
with distinction his visit, admitted him to the 
royal doset in préférence to his more illustrions 
brother, 

During his absence the arch-leaguer endeavoured 
to assume his wonted confidence, but in vain ; there 
was something out of order in either body or mind 
which he could not account for; and though he 
joined apparently in the mirth of the Sieur De 
Beaulieu, who was jesting on the contents of a 
letter which he had received, and which reported 
that the Huguenot Viscount De Turenne was 
laying close siège to the sister of the late Duke of 
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Booillon, and heiress of his estâtes and princi- 
palitjr, yet was the Protector fer from feeling a 
quiétude of mind. 

From this disagreeable state he was relieved by 
the re-appearance of Charles De Mayenne, ae- 
companied by the Secretary Revol, who stated his 
Majesty's request that he should repair to the 
closet. 

" Is her Majesty there ?" asked Guise. 

^^ She has been ill of the goût thèse two days 
past, and eannot yet stir from her bed !" said De 
Mayenne, in a whisper to his brother. 

Hereupon the Protector, bowing with his usuai 
affitbility to die council, and to his own friends, 
disappeared by the door leading to the closet, 
which was closed after him, and locked by the usher 
in waiting on the council. 

He found himself in the corridor communicating 
with the royal closet ; a group of pages seated on 
a bench, and whose faces were familiar to him, 
arose dn his entrance, as it were in salutation. 

Âccustomed daily to the same office, he raised 
the tapestry, and was about to lay his hand on the 
door of the closet, when one of the pages 4^ ew his 
poniard, and raising it on high, drove it with ail his 
strength into the breast of the victim ; its dreadful 
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plunge was the signal for his comrades to foUow 
the example. The poor Leagaer uttered not a 
Word — but heaved a sigh so profound tliat it made 
tremble and to stand aghast ail the guilty wretches 
whose Steel was bedewed with his illustrions 
blood. 

Notwithstanding the wound which his body had 
received, the fiery soûl of the Duke was not yet 
overpoweredy and driven from its tenement; and 
though the assassins pressed upon him, and en- 
deavoured to sway him to the floor, he bnrat firom 
their deadly embrace, and staggered towards the 
door of the eouneil-chamber. 

De Lognae, a royal page, who had not hitherto 
used his weapon, but stricken with terror at the 
vibrating frame of the Proteetor, had uneonsciously 
dropped on one knee — ^now seeing the Duke ap- 
proach with the aspect of a démon — with eyes 
starting irom their sockets, arms extended and 
iists clenched in agony, and as it were about 
to wreak a dying vengeance on the kneeling 
page — in his alarm thrust forth his sheathed sword 
in defence; onward came the threatening form 
of the«Leaguer, his breast and the sword met 
in contact, and he was precipitated to the fioor 
by the simple, almost unconscious effort of the 
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pa^e. The Protector fell on the carpet nerve- 
less,'— lifeless, expiring immediately without a 
struggle. 

But the disturbance had been heard in the 
cottDcil-chamber — the leaguers rushed wildly from 
their seats — ^and hurried to the door, anticipating 
but too justly the fate of their leader. It was 
locked, and the usher refîised to surrender the key; 
but the agonized brother of the Protector, seizing 
the offîcer, dashed him against the wall — the key 
was plucked from his grasp — the door opened — 
and De Mayenne rushed in to behold the lifeless 
body of his brother ; — alone on the floor — for the 
coward assassins had sought refuge in the closet of 
guilty royalty. 

At this instant a souffle was heard on the land- 
ing place — a shout of défiance mingled with a 
woman's scream — the strong door of the councîl- 
chamber sprung open with a crash — and Louis 
Le Lupin pierced with wounds fell over the 
threshold. 

Montpensier, with the countenance and wild 
gesture of a fury — brandishing the steel which slie 
had snatched from a feeble owner — and * folio wed 
by many of the Leaguers, strode over the dying 
peasant, and rushed into the corridor. 
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*< Who has done this frightful deed 7* exclaimed 
the petrified preacher Lincestre. 

«It was I— I!" gasped forth Charles De 
Mayenne, fùll of remorse for his &tal advîee ; and 
sunk down upon the body of his slaughtered 
brother. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 



Stand forth, transform'd Antonio, fuUy mued 

From brown soar feathera of dull yeomanry, 

To th* glorious bloom of gentry ; prune yourself sleek ; 

Swear boldly y' are the man you représenta 

To ail that dare deny it. 

Albumazar. 



Thus tenninated the proud career of the Pro- 
tector of the League ; and if the destiny of a man 
be estimated simply by the influence which he ex- 
ercised over the affairs of his country, without 
regard either to the duration of his life, the hap- 
piness or misery which accrued to his lot, or the 
principles which guided his conduct, we may 
pronounce Henri de Lorraine to hâve been one 
of the most brilliant stars which ever illuminated 
the political firmament of the kingdom of France. 
He died ignominiously, but he fell like a hero, 
striking terror into his coward enemies; even as 
the lion circumvented by base toils falls a sacrifice 
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to a pigmy power, which scarcely dares approach 
the monarch of the forest, even while breathing 
forth his miglity heart. 

To Valois must be ascribed the sole design of 
this stroke of expedieney ; neither Catherine, nor 
De Biron, nor any of the chief personages of the 
kingdom, had been consulted by the determined 
monarch ; he worked alone in his seheme of re- 
lease; and when the opportunity for executing his 
résolve was at hand, he found great difficulty in 
procuring the neeessary aid for its accompUshment; 
and to the number of the inferior offieers of the 
household whom he was foreed to apply to, ère he 
could induce any of them to become assassins, 
must be ascribed the warnings which smote inef- 
fectually the car of the Protector. 

The descendant of St Louis listened with sus- 
pended breath and trembling frame tîll the heavy 
fall of his rival announced the conclusion of the 
tragedy. 

Fearful of meeting the dying gaze of his mur- 
dered enemy, he escaped from the closet by a 
back staircase which led to the quarter of the 
Palace occupied by the Queen-mother, who was 
stretched on a bed of sickness, unable to controul 
the actions of her son, or even to listen to his mis- 
doings. 
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To the chamber of his sick parent, he âed, 
trembling yet rejoicing, as one who bas set fire to 
a train, yet fears its explosion. The conférence 
which ensued was but short, for the Queen-mo- 
ther was writhing with pain. Upon her son being 
conducted to her bed-side, he said in a tone of 
exultation, yet still tremulously, from the agi- 
tated nerves of his coward frame — 

'^ Madame ! The King of Paris lies dead at 
the door of my closet — I am now King of ail 
France !" 

" Hâve a care, Henri !" replied Catherine, her 
features convulsed with the violent effects of the 
disease, " that you be not very soon king of no- 
th^ng!" 

She could speak no more ; and Valois, deprived 
of the advice or consolation of his parent — his ears 
still haunted with the sounds of death, although 
he had fled from the guilty spot — in his distraction 
Bought the chamber of the Baron De Nevailles, 
whom he found alone ; and to whom he related, in 
a hurried trembling voice, the catastrophe which 
hadjust occurred, extenuating his own conduct 
in the exécution of the deed of slaughter. 

" Either he or ourself must hâve fallen," said 
the unhs^ppy monarch, " France could not be sub- 
ject to two rulers ! Not only yourself. Baron, but 
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erery man who has eyes to look around be- 
yond his own interests, must hâve seen that the 
Leaguer aimed at nothing less than the destruc- 
tion of ourself and the sovereignty of the hotise of 
Valois ! If ever King had cause to commit an 
act of violence, sach was my condition !'' 

" Your Majesty was indeed driven from the Pa- 
lace of your ancestors,'' said the Baron. 

" And yet, De Nevailles," rejoined Valois, " I 
hâve sinned deeply — ^my hands are stained with 
blood — I feel myself doomed ! But hear me, Hear 
ven !" continued the weak yet rash Prince, drop- 
ping on his knees, — ^^give me strength to expi- 
ate my crime in penance ! Often haye I wished 
to visit Palestine — to walk humbly over the sacred 
ground on which my Redeemer tarried during his 
earthly sojoum !" 

What further the King spoke was uttered in a 
tone inaudible to the Baron; but suddenly starting 
up, the monarch exclaimed, — 

^^ Yes ! De Nevailies! Ourself and the peniten- 
tial brethren whose exercises you hâve witnessed, 
shall embark with me for a pilgrimage to Mount 
Carmel. I will order a ship to be ready at Mar- 
seilles." 

<^ What ! and leave the Leaguers to wreak their 
revenge on a sick parent guiltless of the crime !" 
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^ried the Baron. " The chief of an illustrions 
house to forsake the home of his ancestors when 
destructive vengeance hovers over the roof! Doubt- 
less. Sire, you hâve comnùtted a grievous crime — 
and do you imagine that Heaven will wipe away 
the offence for a prayer or two, or a pleasant jaunt 
to the Levant ? But just now your Majesty con- 
fessed to me that you did evil to bring about good. 
If you hâve had courage to perform the guilty 
portion of your labour, why forsake the accom- 
plishment of what ought to be the immédiate step 
to regain peace of mind ? Look, Sire, tôt he con- 
dition of your kingdom. Put yourself at the head 
<rf your army — call together the nobles who yet 
remain faithful to your house — ^vanquish the many 
evils of that serpent, whose head only has been 
bruised ! Let peace reign once more in France, 
and discord cease between its sons — ^and may the 
peasant at his cheerful labour — the merchant at his 
industrious board — and the noble, whose lands are 
free from ravage, pray to Heaven to forgive their 
monarch for the sin he has committed." 

" This is not the language of a heretic !" ex- 
claimed the reviving monarch. 

" The light from Heaven shines on ail Chrîs- 
tians equally," said De Nevailles ; " but there are 
some men who look upon their naighbour, and 
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see only the dark shadow which trails behind-^— 
and this, througb malice or ignorance, they call 
heresy !" 

At this moment the door of the apartment was 
flung open, and De Rosny entered with eager 
steps and excited features. 

" It is as I predicted, De Nevailles/' exdaimed 
the Huguenot, without noticing the King, — ^^ Guise 
is slain — and the Leaguers are wheeling about like 
a disturbed rookery !*' 

" The more is my guiit !" cried Valois. 

De Rosny was at first startled, but instantly re- 
covering himself, said, *< Guilt it eertainly is to 
destroy the chief, and . suffer the accomplices to 
escape ! Does your Majesty suppose that the 
death of one man will root out the fibres of rébel- 
lion which bave clung so deeply in the soil ? Why 
give the Frotector of the League against your life 
to the worms, and suffer that she-dragon Mon^^n- 
sier — the quick soldier De Mayenne — and the 
haughty Count de Brissac to career at large — to 
escape from your Majesty's palace, that they may 
trayeL over the land, breathing a n&xiotts vaptmr 
which will, in the end, suffocate you?" 

" What ! add fresh horrors to the work of death?" 
cried the distracted Prince. 

^' No, prevent them !" rqoîned De Rosny, 
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$tretchiiig forth his arm ; ^^mprison ttiose who will 
make the land a pestilential région of death. What 
say y ou, Baron De Nevailles?" 

" It would be only an act of prudence to order 
into confinement tbe ehief Les^uers,*' replied De 
Nevailles, addressing his Majesty* 
. The advice was taken — but ît was too late; the 
Leaguers had eseaped from the palace^ leaving the 
dead body of the peasant Louis le Lupin, who 
died in the service of his illustrions friend ; and 
who was interred in the cemetery of the Capuchins 
in die King's garden. 

When Montpensier quitted the Château de Blois 
she knew no other object than instant revenge ; 
but the fnends of her brother, and the Deputies, 
were panic struck at the fate which had overtaken 
their leader; in vain did the haughty and violent 
Duchess attempt to rally their courage: they shrunk 
away from the struggle, and fled from Blois as 
though they dreaded, in their own persons, a simi- 
lar catastrophe to that of the Protector. Thus de- 
serted and exposed to the order for their arrest, 
which Valois had issued, and of which timely in- 
formation was conveyed to them by their fnends 
in the palace, Montpensier, with the Duke de Ma- 
yenne, and his friends, eseaped quickly to Paris, 
resolved to make that city the point ePappui of a 
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power which should speedily overturn their cruel 
enemy. 

The foUowing day, which was to witness the 
second meetiDg of the States, saw only a deserted 
city ; ail had fled to their homes, or to a place of 
refuge, save the gentlemen attached to the party 
of the King ; . and many of thèse were undeter- 
mined whether to stay or quit the side of a mo- 
nareh who had acted so outrageously. 

Valois being left to the bias of his own judg- 
ment, saw a prospect of ultimate safety only by a 
union with the Huguenots; and he accordingly 
proposed to them more advantageous articles of 
alliance, than had been offered by the Queen-mo- 
ther. During the négociation, De Rosny urged 
the King of Navarre, still lying perdu at the châ- 
teau, and enjoying the sweet delight of stolen in- 
terviews with Gabrielle, that he should liirow off 
his disguise, and encourage Valois by his pré- 
sence; but in this matter, the hero of Centras 
was more cautions than even his subtle counsellor ; 
he was indeed aiVaid of making himself known 
until he felt certain that the Queen-motber would 
nert take advantage of his unprotected person ; he 
dreaded lest she should arouse herself fîrom her bed 
of sickness, and bind him once more in her cruel 
chains of thraldom. 
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But when the Huguenot forces under the Duke 
de la Tremouïlle and the Sieur de Vivans ar- 
rived at the gâtes of Blois, Navarre threw off his 
disguise, put on his militaty hamess, and went out 
to join his brave anny. Valois visited the en- 
campment of the Huguenots the day after their 
arrivai, and in the tent of the Bourbon signed the 
articles of alliance, for which De Rosny and his 
coadjutors had been struggling so hardly to bring 
about. 

Meanwhile the fiâmes of civil diseord were blaz- 
ing in every province of the kingdom; the leaguer 
buckled on his armour to encounter the adhèrent 
of royalty, and the heretic — ^now joined, as the 
Catholics declared, in an unholy and unnatural 
union. Paris was entirely devoted to the Leaguers; 
the Duke de Mayenne declared Lieutenant-Gé- 
néral of the Forces of Catholic France; while 
under his contrdi reigned the illustrions Council 
of Sixteen. 

To regain the capital, and crush the faction 
which occupied its defences, the two monarchs re- 
solved to march with their forces, and lay siège to 
the city ; and although the winter had commenced, 
they vesolved that the season's différence should not 
impede their labours till Paris was their own. 

It was a strange, though a noble, sight for the 
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citizens of Blois to witness the junction of Hugue- 
nots and Catholics ; to behold Marshai De Biron, 
who had taken a farewell of the dying Queen, and 
harnessed hûnself for the struggle, now leading 
to the iield the soldiers who had closed in mortal 
combat at Coutras. 

For the Baron de Nevailles, however, a far 
différent office was assigned : he did not join the 
armieS) nor was he présent at the siège of Paris — 
a work of toil and trouble, as the chief labour of 
the besiegers lay in a continuai endeavour to stop 
supplies from entering the city to the relief of the 
famishing inhabitants. 

But we are anticipating the progress of our nar- 
rative ; and must return to Blois, to the chamber 
of the dying Queen, beside whose couch stood 
Madame D'Usez and the Baron de Nevailles. 
Âfter a coUoquy of triâing import to our readers, 
Catherine, in a feeble voice said — 

"I hâve sent for you. Baron, that you may 
convey to my daughter, the Queen of Navarre, 
my forgiveness of her désertion ; — it is not meet 
that I should die estranged from my own faimily, 
while France looks so coldly on us; — and say, 
that this letter,. which the cordelier has written at 
my diotation, will ease her of ail her anxiety ; — 
and give her this advice — to employ Roquelaure 
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onljr in aiffaîrs.where kindness, as the world names 
it, may be expected — he is a mère foolish créa- 
ture, and could never hâve wrought upon me to 
rdax in her favour, had not a stroDg necessity 
existed, or, as it now happens, the approach of a 
, visitor, who cornes but once in our life — I feel 
already the cold finger of the angel of death." 

D'Usez whispëred to the Baron that Roque- 
laure had administered to her the last> rites of the 
Chureh. 

^^ I hâve been irregular in my actions/' said 
Catherine, <^yet I hâve faith in forgiveness, for- 
asmuch as my whole life has been consecrated to 
the extinguishing of heresy-^and preserving my 
subjeet» from destroying each other like savages." 

"Ido assure your Majesty," said the Baron, 
^' that a pure and holy faith reigns in the hearts of 
the Huguenots, and I conjure you by the Holy 
Being whom you hâve no fear to meet, and who 
has been kind tù us, whom you hâve persecuted 
with severity, tO think of the Reformed faith as 
the creed and worship of pious men/' 

^* Who hâve burnt and laid waste the Catholic 
churches and lands — destroyed the founts of wor- 
ship of their parent fûth— -^nd set themsehres upas 
superior to the holiest aathorities of Chriçtiaiiity?" 

VOL. III. M 
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This was uttered by the Queen in a quick tone^ 
and with an enei^ quite unexpected. 

De Nevailles replied, that both sects had been 
violent, and had mutual cause to accuse eaeh 
otlier of sacrilège ; — ^but Catherine, roused by the 
contradiction, excUdmed that the Huguenots wor^^ 
shipped nature instead of the power of the Author 
of nature — ^that they discarded ail spiritualities and 
warnings,— omens sent from above to wam a sinfui 
race, — ^and divine tokens of assent for the encou* 
ragement of the devout; — that thèse holy influ- 
ences were despised by the Calvinistic doctors, 
and nothing ont of the ordinary routine of nature 
believed. 

The conversation was intemipted by De Miron. 

^^ Another fool !" murmured the Queen, as she 
heard the solemn step of the physician. 

Dé Miron inquired of his patient ,how she had 
felt since his absence. 

" Worse !" replied Catherine. 

^^ Your Majesty ought to hâve felt better, from 
the State I left you in — what nourishment has your 
Majesty taken ?" 

*^ Wine," said the Queen. 

" Wine !" ejaculated De Miron. " Mon Dieu ! 
Wine!" and grinding his teeth with rage, he 
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tamed to D'Usez, and inquired of her, wlio had 
advised her Majesty to take such poison. 

*^ Father Roquelaure," said Catherine, to save 
Madame the perplexity of an answer. 

" Holy apostles ! Father Roquelaure ! wine in 
such a case," cried the enraged physician, forgetful 
tbat he was in a sick room: — <^ those cursed monks 
ever prétend to be doctors of medicine, and yet 
not one of them is fit to dress a bruise on an 
ass's hoof ! St. Martin ! Father Roquelaure is the 
greatest fool between this eity and Paris! Mon 
Dieu r 

" So I said but just now to M. De Nevailles !" 
exclaimed Catherine. 

'< Then I will send for Father Roquelaure to 
corne hither/' rejoined the physician — and he gave 
orders to that efiect. 

" When the footsteps of the cordelîer were heard 
atthedoor» De Miron steppedaside,and Roquelaure 

advancing to the foot of the couch, said 

<* Your Majesty, I hope, feels jnuch quieter — 
and more at peace, since the service I adminis- 
tered- — " 

But the monk was interrupted by an unintel- 
ligible exclamation which burst from the physician. 
The cordelier turned round» but seeing only Ma- 
dame D^Uses in the direction of the sound, at 
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once concluded that it proceeded fram her; and 
resumed his former position, The Duchess looked 
scornfully at the idea that she couid be the parent 
of such a noise — nor was she much appeased at 
meeting the eyes of De Nevailles, who guessed 
her thoughts. 

" Your Majesty, I hope, feek calmer," con- 
tinued Roquelaure, " such danger as you were in^ 
never permits us to delay that holy prescription, 
which St. Chrysostom has commanded us to " -. 

" Holy apostles !" exclaimed De Mîron bursting 
from his concealment, ^^ St. Chrysostom f what 
hâve you done ?" 

" If it were not for thèse simple créatures which 
swarm in the palace, and heaven knows, evèry 
where, my illness would be misery, and beyond 
endurance," murmured the Queen in a whisper 
to De Nevailles. 

A Word from the monk and the excited fiincy 
of De Miron was cooled — he saw his mktake, 
and begged forgiveness. 

A few days after this interview, the Baron was 
ascendingthe steep causeway of D'Usson, aithough 
the kingdom was in a most distracted state*-^e 
Queen-mother dying — her son and his new: col- 
league at war with a faction which held Paris, 
Rouen and the chief cities of France under their 
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sway — y et De Ne vailles felt a happiness to which 
he had long been a stranger. He was the béarer 
of a sealed packet, which, he felt certain, would 
disclose the history of Emilie, to whom he was now 
retuming a pénitent lover, anxious to e&ce every 
trace of displeasure from her brow, and willing 
to undergo the strictest penance which his wander- 
ing fancy merited. 

' He was received by the Queen of Navarre in 
every way befitting a grateful Princess, désirons 
of honouring the man who had done her service. 
To her lively acknowledgments, the Baron re- 
plied, that he was the messenger of both joy and 
sorrow; that he sincerely regretted that the récon- 
ciliation with her illustrions parent, would in ail 
probability be quickly terminated by her departure 
from the sphère of her énergies and her triumphs. 
Hereupon he presented the letter which Catherine 
had transmitted as a legacy to her daughter. 

Although Margaret had no great reason to be 
pleased with the bearing of the Queen-mother's 
policy towards herself ; yet she could not peruse 
the sentiments of affection, which her Majesty 
expressed towards her, without being sensibly 
affected at the idea of her loss. But Catherine 
had not contented herself with bare words ; in the 
same inclosure with the letter was a grant from 
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Valois, confirming his sister in die possession of 
D'Usson during her life; to be held as an in- 
adéquate compensation for the loss of her father's 
bequest* 

" We may thank yt>u, Baron, for the golden 
friût of this letter of her Majesty," exelaimed 
Margaret ; — '^ yet the possession of D'Usson is as 
nought compared with the remission of our oath 
of secrecy respectbg the destiny of Mademoi- 
selle/* 

** You do the Queen of France injustice," re- 
plied De Nevailles; — " ît was her own act, spring- 
ing from her own unsolicited impulse. But I pray 
your Majesty to remember, that D'Usson is to 
me the end of a weary pilgrimage — ^a shrine before 
which I must appear in a garb of pénitence." 

*^ I will use my intercession," rejoined the Queen 
of Navarre, smiling at the figurative langua^e of 
De Nevailles, " that your penance be not beyond 
endurance." 

To describe the meeting between Emilie and 
her diplomatie hero is fairly beyond our power; 
had we selected from the hints, memoranda, and 
réminiscences of the Baron, and arranged them 
in harmonious order, we might hâve presented 
the reader with a feint outline of the pleading9 
of Monseigneur ; the gentle upbraidings, followed 
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by the éloquent silence of a heart forgiving and 
forgetting; but the interviews of loyers are of 
more interest to themselves than their friends; 
and grow tiresome and extravagant to the ears of 
readers, whose hearts beat not in unison with their 
own. 

But tfaat portion of the conversation which 
related to the mystery of which Catherine had 
removed the seal, must not be forgotten. To the 
astonishment of the Baron, he heard from her 
sweet lips, that Emilie claimed the Queen of 
Navarre as her parent; that she was the ofifspring 
of a secret marriage with the Count De Ligny, 
who had been killed in an encounter with a gentle- 
man only a few months previous to the arrivai 
of the King of Navarre at Paris, whither he had 
been invited by Ae Queen of France to reçoive 
the hand of her daughter. Catherine had only 
dJscovered the marris^ge on proposing to Margaret 
that she should accept the young Bourbon Prince 
of Bearn as a husband — an offer which the proud 
beauty rejected with contempt — ^but from which, 
through the importunities of her mother and Charles 
her brother, she could only escape by confessing 
her marriage with the Count The politic Queen 
and her no less crafty son, who had only seized 
the idea of the Princess's marriage as a means 
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ôf bringing together the Huguenots within their 
power, in a vast shoal to be immolated at one 
stroke, were excessively disconcerted with the 
frustration of their sclieme. Whether De Ligny 
met bis death otherwise than by an unpremedi- 
tated recontre, the Queen of Navarre could never 
learn ; but bis fate wore a suspicious aspect in her 
eyes, whicb tbe subséquent conduct and violent 
temper of her brother did not diminish. At any 
rate, the obstacle to her union with the King of 
Navarre, was violently and abruptly removed ; and 
Catherine and her son were full of joy at the 
event. 

Emilie had been brought up secretly by her 
^Etther at a château in the environs of Paris, to which 
Margaret resorted as often as opportunity offered. 
But upon the death of the Count, his daughter was 
removed by the orders of Catherine, and placed 
under the care of an ancient lady who had been 
formerly attached to the court. In spite of the 
remonstrances which Margaret made to the Queen - 
mother, the next of kin to De Ligny entered upon 
possession of the estate, to the entire exclusion of 
his daughter. This was exactly what the Queen 
of France desired ; to her daughter she only re- 
plied in a jeering tone — 

" And so you would hâve the Church of NotriC 
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Dame exhibit the august spectacle of the marriage 
of tlie ^ddow of Count De Ligny with the King of 
Navarre ! No, no ! Margaret — though you hâve a 
head only for new dances and dresses — yet I must 
think and act for the welfare of our family and the 
kingdom !" 

The reluctant marriage we hâve already related 
— the dispensation of St. Bartholomew and its 
fearful records of blood is known to our readers. 
Navarre was saved from slaughter through a fear of 
the ill-report which the house of Valois would hâve 
acquired even with the Catholic Princes of Europe, 
by the slaughter of Margaret's consort. 

When the policy of Catherine grew milder, and 
she no longer resorted to the cruel means of 
silencing her domestic foes, which had been found 
so congenial to the tempérament of Charles, the 
youthful Emilie was admitted to visit her parent at 
the Louvre ; a freedom, which paved the way for a 
constant résidence there. This privilège, however, 
was obtained only by Margaret and her daughter 
binding themselves never to disclose the secret of 
Emilie's rank, unless with her Majesty's consent. 
Save Valois, the only individual acquainted with 
the marriage and its history, was Roquelaure the 
Queen of Navarre's confesser. 

But notwithstanding the caution observed by 
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Margaret and her fiEdr offispring, the Queen didly 
trembled lest the birth of Emilie should be dis- 
covered ; and the event turned to a political account 
against herself. 

To prevent this disaster, she insisted that Made- 
moiselle should take the veil ; a eruelty whîch dis- 
lodged ail traces of affection from the heart of the 
Queen of Navarre towards her mother, whom she 
now regarded with ill-concealed anger and aver- 
sion. Hence her reconcilement with Navarre — 
her abëtting his escape — and her détermination to 
forsake the court. 

The subséquent events we hâve either fiilly 
detailed in the course of our history, or thrown 
sufficient light upon their progress to make the 
narrative intelligible. 

" And how could one so gentle as yourself," ex- 
claimed the enraptured De Nevailles ; " dwell 
beneath the angry frowns of the mistress of the 
Louvre ?" 

" I scarcely know," replied Emilie, " but her 
Majesty carried her violent résolves under a mask 
of smoothness. Sometimes she relented» and 
laughingly called me, a little Valois 'that ought 
never to hâve seen the light. And even when 
angry, she would speak calmly. Before I quitted 
the Louvre to travel to the couvent at Avignon, 
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sbe said to me — " You hâve no right to a place in 
this world, Mademoiselle Emilie, and must not 
complain of its infaabitante that you are treated un- 
ceremoniously. We who hold the privilège to 
exist hère, hâve a eareer to run — a long uneven 
course with a distant goal. Our destinies. Made- 
moiselle, are as conflictive as the contest of chario- 
teers outvying and shooting beyond each other in 
the race. You, Emilie, are a stranger, and on 
foot, and must run the risk of being trampled on as 
an unavoidable impediment thrown in our path." 

" If her Majesty lives long enough to welcome 
us to the court," exclaimed the Baron, pressing her 
hand to his lips; ^^you may say that thoi^h a 
stranger and on foot, a wayward charioteer who 
contended for the race more from the free exercise 
of his énergies than désire of reaching the goal, 
stopped in the midst of the struggle to pick up a 
precious gem which lay in his path ; and in the 
possession of which, he deems himself the most 
fortunate of the competitors." 

We must quit this interview, so interesting to 
the lovers, to describe the enthusiasm with which 
Monsieur Pomini received the letters-patent from 
the hands of De Nevailles, creating him the 
Seigneur of L'Isle du Marais. As he surveyed 
the blazonry which the facile invention of Montjoie 
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had created for the man of letters-patent, he cried 
out in a voice of childish delight 

^< I am now an equal of the Marquis — my career 
Î8 ended !" 

^^If you are indeed, a gentleman, Monsieur 
Ulsle du Marais," said De Nevailles, " you will 
feel it bas but just commenced. Montjoie bas 
cbarged that field.of azuré witb antieipated deeds, 
yet to be realized by your skill and eonduct" 

L'Isle du Marais bowed profoundly ; but it was 
as much to honour the appellation which he heard 
for the first time applied to himself, as to show 
bis acquiescenee in the sentiment expressed by the 
Baron. 

But in the midst of the happiness which rei^ed 
at D'Usson, the mournful intelligence arrived of 
the death of the Queen*mother. The mightysoul 
of Catherine De Medicis hiad forsook its earthly 
tehement; and left that world, whose chiidren she 
delighted to struggle witb, whére power and do- 
minion were the prizes. of the conqueror. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 



Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths, 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments, 
Our stem alarums chang'd to merry meetings, 
Onr dreadful marches to delightful measures. 

Shakspeare. 



Whilst Henry, the second of that name, and the 
ooDSort of Catherine, was alive and in good health, 
it had been foretold to her Majesty that ail her 
sons would become kings. To this prédiction, 
she did not at the time attach much crédit; but 
\7hen Francis the Second died, scarcely at an âge 
of maturity — and his brother Charles the Ninth 
succeeded to the throne, she became apprehensive 
lest the prophecy should be realized in its direst 
form. Her fears pointed to the successive occu- 
pation of the crown of France by her offspring — 
although the prédiction had been uttered in gène» 
rai terms, and did not specify the titles of her 
children's future greatness. The course which 
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ahe paraaed, altkoogh in aooordance with the 
ordinaiy feelings of the human lace, was scarcely 
woiiky of 80 dear^-ôghted a Princess. 

Stimolated into a belîef of the prédiction by the 
death of her eldest son, she strove to élude its im- 
port in respect to the younger princes of the house 
of Valois. She could not see, or rather would not 
see, that if she put faidi in the prophecy, it were 
useless to contend against it; yet her conduct 
evinced a belief of the power of the prophecy, 
whiist ail her endeavours were strained to prevent 
its accompUshment 

To this end, she succeeded in pkudng Henry on 
the élective throne of Poland ; and D' Alençon was 
subsequently dispatched to pay court to the Queen 
of England ; hoping by thèse means that the letter 
of the prédiction might be fulfilled without the 
dreadful alternative of seeing her sons succeed 
each other on the throne of their ancestors. 

But Charles dîed — D' Alençon died — and the 
last of the house of Valois, whose Ufe had 
been attempted previously at the porch of Notre 
Dame, now feil a sacrifice to the vengeance of the 
monks, through their rage at the murder of the 
Protector. 

Valois had dedared to the assembled army of 
Catholics and Huguenots besieging Paris, that 
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they should enter by a psussaj^e thtough its re- 
beUious walk; but he was not aware that at tke 
moment he was giving utterance ta this vindictive 
speech, the Leaguers hiad sped an arrow at his 
faéart 

Jaques Clément, the enthusiast, whose wild 
âmcies were kept in incessant play by fais brethren, 
was again let loose like a blood-hound, to track 4;he 
steps of his royal prey. He left the besieged city 
with letters entrusted to him by a gentleman at-* 
tached to Valois, and who had been purposely 
deceived in the charaoter of the enthusiast, through 
the adroitness of the Leaguers* With thèse cre- 
dentiab, he gained access to the King of France at 
the camp at St. Cloud ; and while the monarch 
was perusing the papers, he was mortally wounded 
by the treacherous monk, whose mangled body, 
dispersed to ail the winds of heaven, could but ill 
atone to the officers of Valois for the loss they had 
sustained. 

Ere he died, the King named Henry of Na- 
varre as his successor, who also claimed the crawn 
as the eldest of the Princes of the blood, as the 
Bourbon branch were designated. 

But the Catholic lords would not recogiiise the 
heretic Navarre as their sovereign ; and they pre- 
pared to leave the camp, and forsake the siège. 
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To prevent this step, which would hâve been the 
niin of his own forces as well as his long cherished 
liopes, he sapplicated them to reconsider their 
décision, and to survey the position in which they 
themselves would be placed, if De Mayenne, who 
openly aspired to the crown, were triumphant, 
assisted as he had been by the money and ammu- 
nition of Spain. 

To this remonstrance, the nobles replied by an 
offer of their allegiance if the Prince would enter 
the pale of the Catholic church. Navarre rejoined, 
that such a proceeding was immediately impos- 
sible ; and that so sudden a conversion would be 
deservedly held as faithless and deceptive ; but if 
they would continue the siège, he would apply 
himself devoutly to study the tenets of their re- 
ligion. This offer was accepted — it gave breathing 
time to the monarch — and he left his future con- 
duct to chance or expediency, determined to be 
guided by his own friends in the matter of con- 
version. 

As the spring advanced, the chance of capturing 
the city became more and more certain ; a famine, 
dreadful in its effects to the poorer classes, and 
distressing to the richer inhabitants, was the daily 
portion of the besieged. Yet De Mayenne had a 
$tout heart and resolute troops ; and the voices of 
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the preachers grew loiider as their bodies became 
weaker. Montpensier, who fed on revenge, was 
in the cîty, and encouraged the Leaguers to wîth- 
stand the evils which assailed them. Nicholas 
Poulain, whose vocation was still kept secret, (a 
test of his wonderful ability), after the death of his 
royal mistress, and subsequently of her son, con- 
tinued to render the same ^ood offices to Henri 
Quatre, as he had performed towards the house of 
Valois, by sending information to the camp of the 
mavements of the besiegers. 

The lieutenant, however, was obliged to exert 
himself in the service of the League, and to appear 
(hle most zealous of its partisans. One morning 
B^i Le Clerc, the polite governor of the Bastille, 
sunpiîhoned Nicholas to accompany him to the palace 
of th^ Parliament. 

" I tave received orders," said Le Clerc, " to 
invite the Présidents and the whole court to dine 
with me at the Bastille to-day — and you must 
assist me \a marshalling the squadron, as our 
vénérable friands may be predisposed to escape." 

Upon the breaking up of the States at Blois, the 
members of the court of Parliament — a chamber of 
executive justice, totally dissimilar to what is un- 
derstood in England by the word Parliament — 
returned to Paris, and continued their sittings ip 
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spite of the war of the League, and even of tbe 
siège of the city. Bat tliese worthies faad offended 
De Mayenne, and were conseqnently doomed to 
8uffer for their treason to the holy Union of the 
Catholics. 

Le Clerc, accompanied by Poulain and severai 
halberdiers, entered the cbamber where the Farlîa* 
ment was sittîng, and requestéd the members of 
the court to accompany him home to his palace. 
But the vénérable Président, De Harlai, reproadied 
him for his rudeness in interrupting the court, and 
bade him wait (ill the sitting was concluded. 

" Rude !" cried the enraged Le Clerc ; — " îf La 
Chapelle had done this office, you might hâve 
thought him rude — but I! — By St. Geneviève! 
I will be rude." 

The revenge which Bussi Le Clerc meditated 
for the attack on his courtesy, was certainly more 
refined than might hâve been expected from a 
citizen-leaguer. He forced the court to give up 
its sitting, and to foliow his directions implicitly 
under threats of an inconvénient chamber in the 
Bastille. 

The populace were seemingly well-disposed to 
taunt and reproach the vénérable and learned 
corps, who marched through the streets in their 
chamber-costume, headed by Le Clerc, and fol- 
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lowed by Nicholas and a pair of halberdiers. But 
the govemor of the Bastille designed a &r différent 
punislunent than the pelting of a mob. Lincestre 
had chosen that moming to deliver a discourse to 
thé citizens on the performance of the duties which 
ïke League expected of them ; and to the crowded 
hall» where the preacher sat in his professor's 
chair of St. Bartholemew, Le Clerc led the 
bewildered court of Parliainent, in order to give 
them» as he infôrmed Mcholas, an appetite for 
their dinner. 

Lilicestre» who witnessed the entry of Le Clerc 
and his learned train, glad of the unexpected pré- 
sence of his victims, signified to the govemor that 
he should conduct his fîriends to a convenient spot 
beneath the chair. 

The discourse embraeed an €|ulogy upon the late 
Proteetor, and an anatfaema against his enemies^ 
threatening such as were alive with the penalties 
of hell, and adjudging those dead, to be already 
there. He infôrmed his congrégation that Henry 
of Valois was at that moment in purgatory tied to 
a stake, and surrounded by a girdle of Jews and 
sorcerers înstead of fagots, and whose bodies 
burnt like pitch. 

^^ Let us keep him there !" thundered ont the 
preacher; — ^^ pray to the saints that he may not 
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escape, lest the intercessitmandprayers of ignorant 
and misgiiided men efFect his release. Pray ! 
take oatb that you wiU pray — and hold up your 
hands as a signal Ah ! my Lord Président," 
oohtinaed he looking fiercely at De Harlai, who 
was ashamed to be seen in sueh company, and 
exposed to sueh insnlts, ** your eyes are cast on 
the floor, and your hands are by your side. Up 
with them ! — ^higher, by the holy God of vengeance 
— ^higher still ! that ail the people may see them, 
my Lord Président" 

The poor Président was foreed to hold up 
his hands in concert with the excited congre- 
gation, maddened with the véhémence of the 
preacher. 

He then animadverted on the principal per- 
sonages of France, both friends and enemies to 
jthe League. Of the late Queen Catherine, he 
said, ^< She was once a good saint, and I do not 
much care if you should hâve leisure to say an 
Ave or a Pater for her — ^this I leave to your own 
indination." But he suddenly started, and cried 
ont in a loud voice that fell upon his audience 
like a blast of lightning — 

" Swear again — I hâve another oslÛl !" 

** Swear that you will spend the last denier in 
your purse to prevent this holy city ftdling into 
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tbe hands of the Âthekt Navarre ! Swear that 
you will défend the city to the last extremity." 

The half^&imished congrégation, whose blood 
already fevered with incipient disease, and now 
infiamed by the harangue of the preacher, 
shouted like madmen. He was elevated in his 
chair on the shoulders of the most robustof the 
congr^ation, and carried into the street, the 
insenfiate flock singing and dancing aronod tiieir 
idoL 

*^ Paris is Jérusalem !" shouted the wiM dancers, 
^' smà its people are starving ! but plenty will soon 
be with us-^and the streets shall flow with milk 
and honey." 

Onward drove the mad cabal surrounding their 
stern preacher, and increasing each moment by 
the accession of men, women and childreai, as 
furious as themselves — for the diseàse was con- 
tagious. By bouses where lay the bodies of diose 
who had died of famine — over the corse of many 
a poor wretch who had breathed his last in the 
open causeway — passed this grotesque tumultuary 
procession ; while its throned influential power sat 
like a demi-god, calm and unmoved by the whirl 
and hurrybig eddies wUch bore him along. 

Behind, insad contrast to the exhilarated dancers, 
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walkedllie gendcman of die long robe, like a train 
of g^oomy pénitents. 

It dianced tbat the Duke De Mayenne and 
Us officers weie cninng the citjr to inspect the 
opposite snbnrb of Montmartre, which had soffered 
from an attadL of the besiegets, who were only 
repulsed with great difficolty. 

When the crowd saw the Doke approaching, 
they set up a loud cheer for their resolute chief ; 
and opened a passage for him to pass through 
their dense body. The enthnsiasts who carried 
the preacher — without any signal from their 
hanghty bnrthen, bore him dose to the horse of 
the Catholic commander, who guessing at the 
humour of the populace, saluted his austère friend 
with the greatest re^eet 

De Mayenne was very for behind his illustrions 
kinsman the late Protector in personal appearance ; 
on the contrary, the defects of his person were 
proverbial. A short thick body, best concealed 
beneath his black armour, and from which colour 
he acquired the epithet of the dark Mayenne; 
a rough shaggy beard, and an enormous lumd, 
designated both by friends and foes, tin gigot, 
were the eharacteristics which would hâve be- 
trayed the lieutenant-general of the League, 
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the chief of the Holy Unions and the aspirant 
to the sceptre of Valois, in any province of 
France. 

The Duke stretched forth ahand to his sanctified 
friend — ^it seemed to grow larger, the nearer it 
approached the priest, who put his own into 
it; — a signal for the multitude to shout with a 
véhémence which shook the very houses. 

Poulain, who was bringing up the rear of the 
gentlemen of the long robe, heard a whispering 
among them ; and being anxious to ascertedn the 
subject of the coUoquy, for he apprehended that 
one or more of the younger members intended to 
escape, an event which would hâve brought him 
into trouble with his courteous principal, the 
govemor of the Bastille, approached as near as 
he could without betraying his suspicion of their 
intent. 

" Ah ! Monsieur De Thou !" said one of the 
gentlemen, ^^ see how the rough Leaguer courts 
the monk; Father Lincestre is a happy man in 
his glory." 

" Happy ; — ^yes !" exclaimed the one spoken to, 
a grave-looking président, and whose features did 
not in the least relax as he uttered his joke, ^^ I 
had no faith in him before — but I plainly perceive 
he is a greater man than Moses — ^he has only to 

12 
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stretch forth his band, and he gets into the land of 
&tne86 immediately.'' 

*< Umph !" munnured Nicholas; — *^ do thèse gen- 
demen know wliere they are to dine to-day ?" 

^^ It was woTse than folly for De Harlai to 
oblige us to assemble when the rabble of the dty 
were so exdted," rejoined the first speaker; — " I 
wîsh I were safe out of Paris — but I verily believe 
our président would hold his court in the midst of 
an earthquake." 

^' I can fancy him in such a case/' replied De 
Thou, suffering a transient smile, — wîthin the 
limits of décorum of a président, — to cross his 
features, '^ the ground sinking ail around him — and 
a gentleman's head disappearing just as he had 
asked leave of the président to bring up a cause 
from the inferior court— and De Harlai, calm and 
unmoved, replying, as he stretched out his neck to 
hâve a glance at the vanishing head, — Monsieur 
your proceeding is irregular." 

" Well !" muttered Poulain, " thèse gentry of 
the robe are in some measure like myself — they 
look on danger cooUy — ^and hâve a.sly moment for 
a joke ! I should like to be a Président of Par- 
liament if the season were quieter. A man's ruin 
or his advsmcement may be spoken of without of-^ 
fence." 
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" How unlucky," continued the lieutenant, aloud, 
** this rencontre !" 

** And why ?' asked De Thou, surveying the 
vacant face of Nicholas. 

" Because, Monseigneur," replied the latter, 
without moving a muscle, <^ the drum has, ère this 
time, beat the dinner-hour — the chambers at the 
Bastille are opening a wide mouth for their ex- 
pected guests — ^and my poor comrades, Jean and 
François, whotn Monsieur Bussi ordered to be in 
waiting for his return — must be fatigued to death 
with their iron-load, which the rascal Jean calls 
steel-sausages à la Bussi /" 

" Unfeeling wretch !" exclaimed De Thou. 

" It is very true," said Nicholas, moving back 
to his former station, beside the halberdiers ; — 
" the very wbrds I inight hâve used if this same 
gentleman had told me with his gravity, that my 
land belonged to another." - 

" My good comrade, Nicholas," cried Le Clerc, 
pushing up to the lieutenant, ^^we are hemmed 
in on every side ! Hâve a quick eye, while my 
fèllows open a passage through the crowd." 

Bussi Le Clerc thereupon shouted to the people 
to make way for Messieurs the Présidents and 
Members of the Parliament; and as the halber- 
diers seconded this appeal by lowering their wea- 
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pons, the multitude opened an avenue for the train, 
and it passed onward, amid the groans and curses 
of the people heaped on the heads of the unfor- 
tunate guests of the governor. 

But evils never corne alone. Le Clerc and 
his goodly company were very soon impeded in 
their progress by a crowd assembled round a 
church door. A troop of monks, preceded by 
others bearing wax-tapers, were carrying a figure 
of wax moulded into the effigies of the murdered 
Henry of Valois. Thèse entered the church, just 
as Le Clerc approached the spot; and a little &t 
monk trailing an arquebuse was about to follow — 
but happening to catch a glimpe of the approach* 
ing procession, he stopped short, and the go- 
vernor recognised the little FeuïUant, Father 
Bernard. The sight of the prisoners in their robes 
affected the monk ahnost to ecstacy, and he 
shouted out, while pointing to the wax-figure 

^' Au diable ! Au diable ! Au diable ! Behold 
your master ! See his foui body in purgatory ! 
Lead them into the Church! alarme! alçarmef 
Ah! Ah!-' 

Le Clerc obeyed the summons. The scène 
within the church was in keeping with the mad 
priest-ridden spîrit of the Parisians; we would 
fain pass over the frightful disgusting spectacle. 

12 
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Bri^y : — ^the wax-figure was brought to the altar 
— a large spit run through it lengthways — ^and in 
this fashion, it was suspended above the many 
lighted tapers on the altar, which soon caused the 
wax to melt When it began to dissolve away, 
Father Bernard cried 

" Aha ! See ! By this token Henry, the atheist, 
is roasting in purgatory ! 'Tis not enough ! Make 
him confess, good people !" 

And the corps of monks giving way to allow the 
multitude to approach, they began pricking and 
piercîng the figure — the women with bodkins — 
and the men with lance-heads, pikes, and with the 
points of their swords. Le diable Boiteux^ at every 
tlinist, shouting out a terrifie cry, which echœd 
through the vaulted aisles of the church. 

From this scène, which was much too coarse for 
his taste. Le Clerc retreated with his prisoners ; 
but when they emerged into the street, M. De 
Thou was missing. The governor was in a fury 
— the church door was immediately shut, and an 
active search commenced, but Monseigneur could 
not be found. Bussi could not help suspecting Pou- 
lain, against whom there had been gradually gather- 
ing a storm in the breasts of the Council of Sixteen, 
occa^oned by the disdosure of many important 
proceedings of the League, which musthave been 
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divulged to the enemy by one intimately in their 
confidence, if not a member of their own Coiincil. 
Henry of Navarre had, in fact, acted on the secret 
intelligence transmitted to him, with much less 
circumspection than characterized the proceedings 
of her late Majesty; and, in conséquence, the 
suspicions of the Sixteen were roused to the 
utmost. 

This being the case, a rigid but secret examina- 
tion of their own members foUowed — ^but none 
were convicted — and at length suspicion rested on 
their active servant, Nicholas Poulain. 

The escape of De Thou while under the joint 
care of the lieutenant, determined Bussi to place 
him under the same surveillance as the prisoner 
who had fled. Nicholas remonstrated calmly, but 
the governor declared that suspicion would attach 
to himself if he did not confine him till an in- 
quiry had been instituted by the Council. Faith in 
his fidelîty being at so low an ebb. Poulain saw at 
one glance that his game was over — but there 
was now need of ail his imperturbability, as he 
found himself suddenly within the toils of the mu- 
nicipal inquisition. 

Affecting readiness to obey the order of the go- 
vernor, he walked behind the vanguard of the hal- 
berdiers quietly till he was near the end of the 
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•Rtie Sl Antoine^ and Le Clerc not wishing to dis- 
play to the passengers the most confidential officer 
of the Council under arrest, had not taken the 
précaution, as he ought to hâve done, of placing 
the prisoner between two of the guard. This 
was just as Nicholas desired; — it was indeed his 
forlorn-hope ; and it served him at need. He 
watched the opportunity, and rushed off from the 
solemn train, as they walked leisurely down the 
middle of the street. The lanes behind the Rue 
St. Antoine were familiar in ail their turnings to 
his practised eye ; through thèse he ran with the 
speed of a man flying for life ; the inhabitants 
calling after him to know whom he was giving 
chace to — as they had seen no one in advance. 
Every one knew Poulain exceedingly well; and 
taking adrantage of this circumstance, he cried 
out in his hurrying course, that the Président 
De Thou had escaped from his hands on the way 
to the Bastille, and had fled down the back streets. 
Many of the Leaguers joined in the search, as 
De Thou was an object of their hatred; and the 
streets were covered with the voluntary poursui- 
vants, The appearance of the halberdiers in the 
distance confirmed the relation of the lieutenant, 
who ran the festest of any, and outstripped his co- 
adjutors, who stopped in the streets, having no 
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particular goal in yiew, and expecting that the 
Président might suddenly appear, perhaps, in the 
contrary direction to the flight of Nicholas. 

As he approached the Porte St, Antoine, he be- 
held the officer on guard at the gâte. 

^^I am safe," said the lieutenant to himself, 
^^ if they give me anotber half-minute.'^ 

<^ Bonjour, Monsieur Poulain !^' said the offieer» 
^^ what news ? Hâve the heretics made another at^ 
tack on Montmartre ?" 

« No !" cried Nicholas ; " but De Thou has 
escaped! I must pass the gâte to request the 
Chevalier to send his patroles through the 
suburbs !" 

The Chevalier to whom Poulain alluded, was 
D'Aumale, who had the commasMl itf the soldiers 
of the League guarding the embankments and bat^ 
teries raised for the protection of the suburb St* 
Antoine. 

The gâte closed upon the retreat of the breath* 
less lieutenant, who with some little difficulty, es- 
caped across the fields beyond the embankments» 
and was taken prisoner by a picquet of Hugue- 
nots, and carried, in obédience to his eamest re- 
quest, backed by a purte of gold, to ike head* 
quarters of Henri Quatre, by whom he m^ te* 
ceived with the greatest kiiidbess. 
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The Président De Thou had escaped without 
the assistance of Poulain, between whom and 
Monseigneur, the feeling was the reverse of 
friendly; a client who had seen him in the 
church contrived to dislodge him from the Com- 
pany of his colieagues, and stripping the robes 
from his back, he reached the outside of the édi- 
fice in safety, and sought shelter in the house of a 
friend, wherein he remained concealed. 

But the siège was drawing to a dose. The 
Prince of Parma,^who had assembled a large army 
in the Low Countries to assist the League, died 
suddenly ; and his ofBcers refused to mardi into 
France, as the HoUanders were much disaffected 
with the Spanish sway, and the Prince, whose 
military talents had awed them into subjection, 
being removed from the scène, it was conjectured 
that the Spanish forces wotdd hâve work enough 
jin their own governments without seeking employ- 
ment for their arms in France. 

Meanwhile, the horrors of the famine in- 
creased in the city. And Henry of Navarre, who 
was earnestly bent on the capture of the place, 
no longer needing the spur of De Rosny or De 
Nevailles, so effectually eut off the supplies, that 
the Parisians were now deprived of the occasioi^l 
aid of rations which came at night in beats from 
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the towns on the Seine both above and below the 
cîty. 

The King's party had been equally success^ 
fui in other provinces of the kingdom ; and pre- 
vented the Leaguers from hastening to the assist- 
ance of their leader, whose principal reliance hav- 
ing been placed on the oo-operation of the Prince 
of Parma, he had suffered himself to be shut np, 
believing that the city would soon be relieved 
by the arrivai of the Spaniards. This hope 
proved Mlacious; and no aid arriving from the 
sonth or the western provinces, he was reduced, 
by the want of food, to the alternative of capitu- 
lating or cutting a passage through the enemy, and 
leaving the city to its fate. Butas the latter course 
would hâve deprived his good friends of making 
advantageous terms with the King, at the same 
time that it would hâve ensured their subjection 
through the absence of the garrison, he adopted 
the latter policy. 

He had scarcely made up his mind to this 
course, when a judicious and well-planned attaek 
on every side put ail the suburbs in possession 
of the chivalric Bourbon Prince ; and De Ma- 
yenne delaying no longer, sent a message to the 
enemy's camp that very evening. A conférence 
ensued, and the terms of the capitulation i^eed 
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on; they were extremeljrfkvourable to theLeagu^rs; 
but Henry declared that as fae one day hoped to 
see every Frenchmanacknowledgehim asmonarch, 
he would endeavour ta gain the good-will of his 
présent enemiea by modération and elemency. 

To aave the bonour of thé Duke de Mayenne, 
be was allowed to marcb out of the city with his 
garrison, ère the articles were signed ; leaving the 
Count de Brissac, governor, to ' capitulate, and 
affix his name to the conditions. Tbe Count, 
being very much in debt, had stipulated for the 
payment of four hundred thousand crowns to him- 
self to pay off the claims of creditors, and to put 
liis affairs in order, This was aeceded to — ^the sig- 
natures affixed to the capitulation paper — and the 
two gâtes of the Porte St Honoré and the Porte 
St* Denis^ put in possession of the royalists. 

Ere day-break varions detadiments had marched 
into Paris to make ail sure ; and when the sun 
shone out with the splendour of midnlay, the head 
of the house of Bourbon, harnessed in the ar- 
mour which had withstood the heany blows of 
his enemies at Contras, and surrounded by his 
gfdiant soldiers, Catholic and Huguenot» entered 
the city, and rode direct to the palace of the 
Louvre. Since he had quitta its spacious haUs, 
a noble dynasty had been swept to the dust; and 
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despite the joy wkich beamed on the featnres of liis 
brave comrades, and the completion of his own 
high destiny, his face was charged with an ex- 
pression of regret and sorrow for wldch 1ns 
officers could not aoeount. But memory reverted 
to his parting with D'Alençon, and the nntowaid 
fate of that eccentric Prince; every saloon and 
well remembered hall was associated with objeets 
of pleasure or of pleasing regret ; and it was not 
till after many days' résidence at a palace which he 
could scarcely bring his mind to believe to be his 
own, that he regained his wonted equanimity, and 
had leisure to survey the pinnacle of power to 
which he attained. 

The power of the League was extinguished by 
the surrender of the capital to the sway of the 
gallant monarch ; Rouen, and other cities, capitu- 
lated in a similar manner ; — ^that is to say, Henry 
did not object to pay varions sums of money to the 
nobles of the League, who had almost ruined 
themselves in its cause ; and by which peacefîil 
means he shortened the duration of the contest, 
and restored internai peace to the kingdom of 
France. 

This fine country having passed through its 
ordeal of civil wars became firmly united under the 
rule of the house of Bourbon. The nobles, being 
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no longer under the necessity of living beneath 
walls of iron, threw aside their cumbersome annour 
for the light garb of peace ;— exchanging the 
creaking of rusty hinges and jointed vambraces for 
the nistling of silk and velvet: the half barbarous 
gentleman of the sixteenth century became a 
worshipper of the polite théories of the Count De 
Quelus, who, in matters of personal eoonomy, was 
far beyond his agë. 

The merchant, the agriculturist, and the poorer 
classes of the kingdom, felt the change from war to 
peace, still more beneficially ; and their progressive 
and unwearied labours, under the care of a wise 
Prince, ensured a rapid prosperity to themselves 
and their country* 

An honest country gentleman, whose house stood 
on the apex of a hill commanding a panoramic lâew 
of varied beauty, wishing to hâve the whole sœne 
transferred to canvas, engaged a landscape painter to 
perform the task, and while incidentally describing 
the nature and extent of the prospect, said — " you 
must first draw your circle !" Neither the painter 
nor ourselves, to whom the anecdote was related, 
eould understand otherwise, than that the artist 
was to describe a circle on his canvas, placing the 
hill and superincumbent mansion in the centre ;^- 
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the point of view which greeted tbe Squire everjr 
^ morning, and which he no doubt expected to 
see faithfully illustrated on the painter's canm. * 

We hope that we hâve deseribed our own 
^' circle*' to the satis&ction of our reader ;-'^nioty 
indeed, by presenting to him the whole arena at 
one view, but by canrying him with us arou»d fbe 
course, from the Louvre, our starting post, back to 
the same ancient palace, our goal. 

But being apprehensive, that some very inqni* 
sitive friends may attempt to pick a quarrel with 
us for letting £all the curtain upon the dram&tis 
personœ^ as they stand grouped around the heroie 
Henry — without even a hint of theîr future wellai^ 
or unhappiness, we will introduce the charaeters 
severally as they retire from the stage, quite un- 
ocmscious ôf being made the object of further 
spéculation. The ladies shali hâve the préférence. 

Catherine — ^but we foi^et, alas ! that she was no 
more; yet Margaret still lived and flourished, 
not as Queen of France, for her and Henry were 
as magnetic pôles of the same bearing — flying 
apart whenever accidentally brought into contact. 
She was divorced with the consent of his Holiness, 
and lived sometimes at D'Usson, and sometimes at 
her màgnificent hôtel in Paris, the patroness of 
literature, especialiy of literary ecclesiastics and 
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monks — ^and the foundress of more than one con- 
vent. She died the last scion of the house of 
Valois! 

The Duchess of Montpensier perceiving that 
date cause of the Leagiie 'was for ever lost, buried 
her violent political tendencies, and employed her- 
self in the éducation of her brother's childreta. 
The Prinoess of Condé, related through her late 
husband to the house of Bourbon, remained a 
favourite at the Louvre, — ^but Henry was not rich 
enough, or rather disbursed his money in ways 
better calculated to improve the impoverished 
eountry, than placing it at the command of the 
kdy of the revels. 

With the death of her royal mistress vanished 
the political influence of the Duchess D'Usez, but 
her wit and beauty remained to enliven the drcle in 
which she had shone so brilliantly. The Countess 
Caudales, who had bestowed herself and fortunes 
on the handsome D'Espemon, cpntinued by her 
g^itle coquetry to excite uneasiness in the mind of 
her husband, but it is not recorded that she ever 
again condescended to watch the motions of 
princes in their noctumal promenades. 

But the reader may be inquiring after Gabrielle! 
If he hâve ever seen tàe name of the Duchess De 
Beaufort in the anuals of the reign of Henri 
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Quatre» he will hare read the tide bestowed on her 
by her royal lover preparatory to honours still more 
illustrious, — delayed, in the first instance, by the 
intrigues of the monarch's couneillors, and finaliy 
anticipated by — ^we must write it, though we would 
fiedn let flourish in the imagination of our reader, so 
fidr a flower — by death. 

Emilie ! We said but just now that Margaret 
died the last of the house of Valois — ^yet Emilie 
survived her mother — worthy of the stock from 
whence she sprang, though unhonoured, unrecorded 
by public history through the pride and policy of 
the Queen-mother — dispossessed also of her father's 
seigniory through the impediments which hindered 
the establishment of her parentage, and which 
attempting to remove, would, in case of failure, 
hâve affixed a stain on her surviving parent. A 
cruel fate ! but for which Margaret made amends 
out of the lands appropriated to her Majesty on her 
divorce from France and Navarre. 

Whetlier Lisette deserve mention we know not, 
but we can find scarcely any trace of her future 
history, save that she continued in the family of 
the Baroness De Nevailles. We did expect, — 
judging from what we heard of the girl, and the 
clever lacquey, Antoine, that by searching the 
registers and records open to our inspection, — ^to 
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havc foimd évidence of their marriage, being 80 
well disposed towards each other. Our inquirjr 
was fruitless, and we can only hope that smA a 
union did occur. Bat to the other sex ! 

D'Espemon lived to an extrême oid âge» and 
mindful of the iavour enjoyed at court in his 
youth and manhood, asserted a right to drive into 
the inner-court of the Louvre, deemed the privi- 
lège only of royalty. But the £Eivourite of Valois 
carried his point against Louis De Bourbon, 

The Marshal De Biron was created a Duke 
for his services by Henry; but though repaid so 
amply by the gratitude and generosity of the 
monarch, he could not forget the dynasty which 
flourished in his youth. Caudales lost her at- 
tractions ; and the shades of Catherine and Valois 
haunted his memory, and made him, at times, a 
jealous and factious subject of the Bourbon 
monarch. We must not omit to record, that he 
composed a Greek elegy on the death of his late 
sovereign. 

De Rosny became De Sully with a ducal 
title; and no man ever eamed his honours and 
his wealth more deservingly. The finances of the 
kingdom, as might be expected, were in a wretched 
condition when Henri Quatre ascended the throne ; 
but the prudence, the tact, and we might say. 
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the furioufi and determined war£sire, which Sally 
maintained against the peculant collectors and in-* 
tendants of taxes and imposts, rendered his sove^ 
reign a service above ail priœ — and himself wortby 
the imitation of future ministers. 

De Grammont held a rank of importance in 
the French armies ; but was of little service as an 
adviser of his liège. The Marquis De Cœuvres 
was honoured with the insignia of the three orders 
of the King, as a recompense for the loss of 
D'Usson ; the governorship of a military post was 
offered him, but his âge caused him to décline 
the command. The Viscount De Turenne, as 
we hâve already intimated, married the sister and 
heiress of the Duke De Bouillon, which title 
and sovereign principality became his own, and 
enabled him, when it suited his pride, to retire to 
the strong town of Sedan, and set his sovereign at 
défiance. 

The Count De Quelus continued a model of 
graceful carnage, and élégance of costume, till, 
unfortunately, he fell in a duel. His monument 
was honoured by an epitapb, a portion of which 
appears at the head of one of the chapters in the 
présent volume. Monsieur De Villeroi was too 
well instructed in affairs of state to be neglected 
by the new dystany ; he remained in office ttll 
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he was too old to displajr courage in the chace, 
and sought amusement in the composition of me- 
moirs, iliustrative of his own era, — and in which 
he laboured hard to prove his fideUty to Valois. 

The Duke De Mayenne tendered his allegiance 
to Henry, and disbanded his forces — striving to 
follet, in the arts of peace, his ambitions and 
fruitless designs, which, indeed, at one time (so 
deep was the feeling against Valois for the assas- 
»nation of Guise), were deemed not impracticablè^. 
D'Aumale became a pupil of the Count De 
Quelus : the once formidable Lincestre sank into 
obscurity — his rôle was played: the treacherous 
Bussi Le Clerc, for whose défection we were 
grieved, as the man was not destitute of gênerons 
qualities, fiedto Brusselsin appréhension of danger, 
and continued to réside there till the day of his 
death ; and disdained not, âir away from the scène 
of his glory, to resort to his old profession of 
maUre S armes, 

Nlçholas Poulain was made chief officer of the 
police ; subsequently deputy-^verhor of the Bas- 
tille ; and was, besides, oft employed in the délicate 
taskofwatdbing the proceedings of foreign envoys, 
in whidi he iacquitted himself to perfection. 

Roquelaure, as his Holiness predicted, never 
reached an elevated station in the monastic or 
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ecclesiastic bierarchy ; but he retained the office 
cS confessor to the Qaeen of Nayarre, and it is 
Btrongly surmised that her Majesty's hôtel had 
more attraction in his eyes than the richest abbey, 
or post of secretary to cardinal or pope. 

As an appartenance of royalty, Chicot beoame 
the servant of the fourth Henry; but like Dé 
Biron, his sympathies were rétrospective, the 
new dynasty, in his imagination, wore a forlom, 
cheerless aspect ; his heart was with the lost Valois, 
and despite the friendship <^ the Baron De Ne- 
vtailles, he drooped inwardly, It was remarhed 
that he was fond of yisiting the résidence of the 
Queen of Navarre, for which no other cause could 
be assigned than her relationship to his late master. 
Whether he would hâve recovered from this me- 
lancholy we cannot say, as he was eut off pre- 
matureiy by violence, and by a knightly hand; 
a rare honour mayhap, to one of his class, and 
purchased cheaply with the loss of life, He died 
rich, and left De Nevailles his hoir. 

Jean François Pomini, Sieur L'Isle du Marais, 
lived to a good old âge, and was succeeded by his 
son of the same name. The family continued to 
flourish till the waters of the Révolution, more 
destructive than the rapid Rhône, over-flooded the 
seigniory and its possessors ; whether since the 
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subsidence of the moral déluge, the old land-marks 
remain unimpaired, or whether the Pominis of 
L'Isle du Marais were merged in the class from 
whence they sprang, it is impossible for us to say, 
as la jeune France is a région as yet unknown 
to us. 

Ezzelin and his friend Schwartz recrossed the 
Rhine much rieher than at their entry into the 
soene of warfare and plunder ; indeed, the return 
of Turenne's régiment, after the siège of Paris, 
at which it was présent, to Germany, eaused a 
strong sensation among the needy adventurers of 
that nation, who deeply regretted the termination 
of hostilities which deprived them of ail chance of 
riyalling the good fortune of the Visoount's Ritters. 

The same uncertainty which hangs over the for- 
tunes of Lisette, shrouds the career of Antoine; 
we know only that he continued in the service of 
his master. 

The after-career of the Baron hiaiself can be 
traced with much certainty and minateness. From 
letters in his own hand, and from others written by 
friends of the Baron, we leam that his domestic 
happiness was complète ; that his sovereign heaped 
hoQours on his favourite coundillor; and that with 
the riches accruing from resources already hinted, 
the Château de Nevailles became the nucleus of a 
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hamlet of considérable extent. But how sped the 
public career of our ardent diplomatîst ? If the 
truth inu8t be told, — ^with less glory than he eo- 
veted — and the cause may be traced to bis eccén- 
tricity of conduct and grotesque humour. His 
ambition desired the post of secretary of state, 
that he might exercise a permanent influence in 
guiding the destinies of his country, and if his Ma- 
jesty's pleasure had been the only obstacle to this 
step, it would hâve been readily yielded to the iàr 
vourite's désire ; but the king's other advisers were 
unanimous against his élévation; and Henry^ 
whose cabinet was composed of members of both 
religions, and who perceived that the embers of 
civil strife were not completely extinguished, 
was unwilling to embroil himself with his minis- 
ters; and in conséquence contented himself, for 
the présent, by bestowing on the Baron the in- 
signia of the three orders of his Majesty, a cap- 
taincy in the royal guard, and a govemment in 
Navarre. But although the eccentricity and hu- 
mour of De Nevailles had made liim an object of 
dread to the cabinet, yet on many occasions his 
services were indispensable. When a difficulty oc- 
curred with a foreign court through the obstinacy 
or caprice of its sovereign or minister, or as it hap- 
pened, the untoward influence of a royal mistress. 
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thé âdvisers of bis most Christian Majesty, united in 
crying, " We must send De Nevailles.*' His mis- 
sions were, indeed, eminently successful ; though 
àfter a severe scnitiny of the tempérament and 
conduet of the Baron, we are forced to sympathize 
with the pnidential fears of Henry's eouneil. 

The boTÛiommie^ good sensé, and tact of the 
fourth Henry, speedily rendered him a popular 
monarch ; he was endowed with a rare faeulty — 
that of listening to, and adopting the poliey of his 
wisest eouneillors. This conduet in a great degree 
contributed to the successes which won him 
the title of Henry the Great. And, although on 
a narrow view, it might be urged that the triumphs, 
both civil and warlike, for which he was famed, 
were due to his eouneillors, ît must be borne in 
mind, that for a Prince of active faculties, clear 
perception, enthusiastic tempérament, and military 
skill of the highest character, to submit in every 
instance to the advice and remonstrances of abler 
heads, was in itself a proof of genius ; an évidence 
of humility of heart, and of a self-conviction, that 
the will of a good monarch must bend to the wisdom 
of faithful âdvisers. 

The conversion of Henry to the Catholic faith, 
and his conséquent submission to the discipline of 
the church of Rome, may appear to the student of 
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Iiistory, to need exténuation or apology. But we 
do not hold this moet important step to hâve been 
a eriminal dereliction of religions duty; and we 
hâve never attempted to elevate the man for the 
sake of creating a hero of romance. We trast that 
the aim of literature or of moral and political 
science is better supported by depicting and con- 
trasting the good and evil which appertain to 
historié personages, than by concealing weaknesses, 
and heightening virtaous characteristics to the stan-^ 
dard of idéal or romantic perfection. 

Henry had no alternative but to seek refiige 
within the pale of the olden faith, or resign the 
crown. This is the plain unvamished truth : — 
Catholic France, in the sixteenth century, refosed 
to obey a Calvinistic monarch. And what wonld 
hâve been the resuit if Henry, through eon«- 
scientious scruples, had resigned his birthright 
(retain it he could not as a Huguenot), and 
retired to the Utile kingdom of Navarre, rather 
than adopt the religions discipline of the majority 
of his subjects? The race of Valois was ex- 
tinguished. France would hâve been annexed to 
Spain under the sway of the Duke De Mayenne, 
as viceroy; or if Philip had foregone his daim 
by marriage with a daughter of France, the brotfaer 
of the late Protector might hâve been a nominal 
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king. In aoy wise, Spanbh gold and Spanish 
arms would hâve converted the kingdom into a 
province of Spain, without power, however, of 
erushing the Huguenots in dieir strong-holds. 
Henee would bave resulted a most destructive 
intestine war without prospect of termination. 

This threatened disaster was obviated by the 
conversion of Navarre. The Catholic nobles who 
had kept aloof, became submissive and loyal 
subjects; Spain and her allies withdrew their 
pretensions; and Henry reigned over a united 
kingdom. 

That he did not, however, désert the Huguenots, 
we hâve sufficient proof, not only in his edicts of 
religious toleration, but in the creed of his ministers 
and the governors of provinces, many of whom 
were of the reformed faith ; — ^the Duke De Sully 
among the most illustrions. 

The entry of the Bourbon Prince into Paris, 
marks the boundaries of two important epochs in 
modem history. It Consolidated the power of the 
monarchy, strengthened the kingdom by the ae* 
quisition of Navarre, with its mighty barrier of 
moimtains. The stream of French historv flowed 
on in a regular uninterrupted channel ; civilization, 
with its literary fruits, foUowed in the train of 
domestic peace ; whilst the warlike énergies of the 
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nation were directed against foreign enemies and 
aggressors. 

To the imagination, the^entry of Navarre into 
his capital, présents a picture causing mingled 
pleasure and regret. The long array of cbivalry 
displays the last pageant of romance ; the martial 
trophies of the feudal era, the bumished harness 
of Milan proof, and with thèse, the valour and 
courtesy of the olden time, are about to fade 
away, and live only in the memory of poets and 
chroniclers. ^ 

We see the apotheosis of chivalry ; we behold 
the gallant train of soldiers, whose names hâve 
been familiar in Europe from the era of Charle- 
magne, crowding the streets of Paris, as of yore, 
when tt royal tournament or congress of arms had 
assembled the flower of the nation. The houses 
are graced with the présence of the fair dames 
who "rain influence and judge the prize;" the 
air is rent with the cries of delighted subjects ; — 
the hero of Coutras is before the Louvre ;— and 
chivalry is extinct with the chivalric career of her 
last hero. 



THE END. 



Gilbert & Rivinoton, Printers, St. John's Square, London. 



